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sli t eld 
against 
deatli 

by r. McIntosh 

Her love was the only thing 
that stood between this man 
and the Death that stalked 
him night after night . . . . 



FROM THE top of the 
second highest building in 
the city a man fell, scream- 
ing. As he dropped he fell 
outwards from the slim, glit- 
tering silver-and-grey build- 
ing. A few hundred feet 
down he struck the steel 
sheath over the duorail, dent- 
ed it and went right on down. 
Surprisingly, he was still 
screaming. 

He landed plump in the 
middle of a second duorail 
cover further down and lay 
still. He wasn’t screaming 
any more. The body moved 
slowly, not because it was 
alive, but because it was very 
precariously b a la n c e d on 
smooth, curved metal. Slowly, 
gradually, it slipped until 
with a sudden rush it toppled 
over the edge. 

It fell a mere hundred fif- 
ty feet this time. 

The sidewalk, which had 
been by no means deserted a 
few seconds before, was clear 
for hundreds of yards around 
as the corpse hit the asphalt 
pavement. 

The asphalt was tough and 
stayed the same shape. 7'be 
body didn’t. 

On the roof of the building 
a girl coughed and retched 



Former journalist J. T. McIntosh, who lives in Aberdeen, Scotland, is 
the author of THE FITTEST, BORN LEADER, and WORLD OUT OF 
MIND, all published by Doubleday. Convinced that empathy has firmer 
roots in common experience them telepathy, McIntosh writes that “the 
more we have experienced danger the more we trust this instinct.” 
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and held one hand across her 
ribs as if to hold herself to- 
gether came to the parapet 
and stared down. A pretty 
girl this, tall, blonde, intel- 
ligent looking. Her eyes were 
quick and watchful, and even 
dishevelled and winded as 
she was she appeared very 
capable of looking after her- 
self. She looked down only 
long enough to establish that 
the man who had fallen 
hadn't miraculously stuck on 
some projection only a few 
feet down and thus managed 
to be still alive. Having seen 
that this wasn’t so, she 
turned and hurried to the 
door that led off the roof, 
still holding her hand against 
her body. 

The door was locked. 

For a moment she paused, 
suddenly desperate. Then she 
understood. The other door, 
of course, the one on the 
other side of the roof, would 
be open. She took a few steps 
in the direction of the other 
door, intent only on getting 
clear before the police ar- 
rived. 

She stopped. Her hand 
went to her neck. The white 
beads which she had worn 
there lay scattered like hail- 
stones all over the roof. She 
glanced down at her feet. She 
wore only one shoe. The 
other would certainly be on 
the roof somewhere. The 
skylight against which she 
had fallen. The wire guard 
had clawed half a dozen tiny 
strands from her dress. And 



there might be other things 
she didn’t even know about, 
other things to identify her. 

It wasn’t going to do her 
any good to run. 

It wasn’t going to do her 
any good, either, to deny that 
she’d pushed Robert Green 
off the roof. She knew some- 
how, knew with complete cer- 
tainty that the other two 
would have covered their 
tracks so completely that if 
she even mentioned them 
she’d be putting herself out 
on a limb. The police would 
prove that there had never 
been two other men. 

If she was going to be 
stuck with the killing of 
Robert Green, as she so ob- 
viously was, she had to have 
a self-defense plea ready. 
There was only one story to 
tell, one story that might be 
believed. 

Her hair was dishevelled, 
her clothes disordered but 
not torn. She fixed that with 
two sharp tugs. The material 
was thin and ripped easily. 

SOMEONE began to 
pound on the door she’d tried 
and found locked. She looked 
about her quickly, and the 
sharp stone edge of the para- 
pet caught her eye. She tore 
her dress still more, turned 
and placed her bare back 
against the skylight housing 
she pressed herself back, the 
stone cutting into the flesh 
across her shoulder-blades. 
She twisted from side to side 
to make a good job of it. 
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Then she stood up, caught 
her dress about her as well as 
she could and went to the 
other door. 

It gave her an unpleasant 
shock to find that the second 
door was locked on her side. 
She should have thought of 
that possibility. She twisted 
the key, and two policemen 
burst through. 

The first cop cast one 
quick glance round the roof. 
“Okay, Dent, you take over 
here,” he said. His hand 
clamped round the girl’s arm. 
“Name?” he barked. 

“Betty Lincoln. I was — ” 

Without another word he 
dragged her down the stair- 
way, past the others who 
were trying to climb up the 
narrow stairs to the roof. Al- 
ready, mere seconds after 
Green had hit the sidewalk, 
the place was alive wJth cops. 

Betty started to say some- 
thing. “Shut up,” said the 
cop briefly. She learned he 
was Lieutenant Verne when 
another officer who was on 
his way up to the roof spoke 
to him. Three more cops 
joined Verne and Betty. Ap- 
parently it needed four husky 
men to handle her. 

They closed in round her 
and hustled her to the near- 
est elevator. 

“Lieutenant Verne!” she 
protested. “At least let me 
put something else on before 
you take me — ” 

“No,” said Verne flatly. 

“But my apartment is right 
here, and you can come in 



and see I don’t escape — ” 

“No,” said Verne, and 
pushed her into the elevator 
cage. 

Neither Verne nor anyone 
else said anything on the trip 
down. Betty wondered if she 
ought to make protests of in- 
nocence, outrage, appre- 
hension, or just protest. 
Something odd about the 
whole affair stopped her. 

Obviously there wits- a lot 
to this than she had suspect- 
ed. Very much more. Al- 
ready she had seen more than 
twenty policemen. It had 
been just on nine when Green 
fell to his death. It was hard- 
ly five after now. To be on 
the scene so quickly Verne 
and his cohorts must have 
known Green was going to be 
murdered. So maybe she was 
in the clear. 

And maybe she was in 
deeper than she suspected. 

Who rated a score of cops 
and maybe more coming, any- 
way? Why had she been ar- 
rested without a question, 
without being allowed to say 
a word? Why hadn’t they let 
her go into her room? And 
wasn’t it usual to get an on- 
the-spot statement from a 
suspect? 

Perhaps they knew enough 
to believe the truth. Perhaps 
she should forget all about 
her attempted rape story and 
tell it the other way. Verne's 
way of going about things 
had given her time to think, 
time she hadn’t expected to 
be granted. 
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No, it still had to be a self- 
defense plea. Nobody could 
ever prove Green hadn't as- 
saulted her. The other way, 
they’d demolish her story, 
ridicule it, and then there 
would be nothing between 
her and the gas chamber. 

Justice was suppose to be 
the same for everybody, but 
it wasn't wise for angels to 
count on that. 

T^kOugh Justice was blind, 
the people administering it 
were not. 

Hundreds of people packed 
the foyer, hoping to catch a 
glimpse of an arrest. Verne 
picked up a dozen more cops 
near the elevator, and they 
packed round Betty so close- 
ly that few people in the 
foyer could even have seen 
that she was a woman. They 
swept her outside and into a 
police-car waiting opposite 
the door. 

LESS THAN ten minutes 
later, at police headquarters, 
Betty found herself in the 
presence of a youngish but 
very sharp-eyed police cap- 
tain whom Verne addressed 
as Wayman, Three of the 
cops went out. Verne sat 
down behind her. 

“Go ahead,” said Wayman, 
“tell your story.” 

Something about Wayman, 
his manner, his choice of 
words told Betty that he 
wasn’t an ordinary homicide 
bureau officer investigating 
an ordinary murder. Again 
sh« hesitated between the 



two stories she might tell. In- 
stinct told her to tell the 
truth. Season insisted once 
again that the truth wasn’t 
going to do her any good. 
She followed reason. 

“I never saw the man be- 
fore,” she said rapidly. She 
didn’t see a recorder, but she 
knew there must be one. 
There must be no faltering, it 
must all come out as if it was 
a vivid memory. “I met him 
outside my room on one five 
two — ” 

“This is Green you’re talk- 
ing about?” 

“Yes.” 

“How do you know his 
name ?” 

“He told me.” 

"Tust why would he do 
that?” 

“I don’t know. I met him 
on one five two anyway — ” 

“Top floor?” 

“That’s right. I was just 
coming out. He persuaded me 
to go up on the roof with 
him.” 

“Now how did he manage 
to do that?” asked Wayman 
with sceptical interest. 

Betty shrugged. “Look, 
he’s dead now, isn’t he? 
We’re not concerned with 
his morals or mine, are we? 
He was obviously a mole and 
didn’t look in the least 
dangerous and whatever his 
proposition was, I wanted to 
hear it. I was pretty sure I 
was going to turn it down, 
but — ” 

“Yeah,” said Wayman, 
again sceptically. “You were 
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pretty sure you were going 
to turn it down. But you 
went on the roof with him 
just the same.” 

Betty ignored that. Angels 
got used to ignoring things 
like that. It was easier to ig- 
nore them than fight every- 
body who said them. 

Besides, she understood 
and could cope with Way- 
man’s technique. He didn t 
necessarily disbelieve what 
she said, he was just need- 
ling her to make her speak 
before she thought, say 
things she’d meant to keep 
back. 

“He hadn’t been there be- 
fore,” she went on. “He 
didn’t even know how to get 
on the roof. It isn’t used, that 
roof. No gardens or anything. 
There’s gardens on the 
Waterfall Building, because 
it’s the highest, but this one 
is just a flat roof and the 
doors up to it used to be kept 
locked. There was a fire de- 
partment inspection a while 
back and they made the trus- 
tees leave the doors — ” 

“Yes, yes,” said Wayman. 
“Get on with it.” 

She told the rest of her 
story, careful not to draw 
attention to the things that 
corroborated it, yet explain- 
ing in passing the door locked 
on the outside and the one 
locked on the inside, the 
beads, the lost shoe, the 
strands of fabric on the sky- 
light, and all the other things 
Wayman didn’t even know 
about yet. She frankly ad- 



mitted that she had put 
Green over the parapet but 
made it sixty per cent acci- 
dent, forty per cent defense 
of her honor. 

Wayman didn’t say any- 
thing at this point. She was 
glad when a police doctor and 
two women officers arrived 
to examine her. Her bruises 
were evidence for her de- 
fense. She wanted to get 
them on the record. 

They took her away. Be- 
fore she was examined she 
was photographed from every 
possible angle. The photo- 
grapher found the weal on 
her back and took two close 
shots of it. 

LIKE VERNE, the doctor 
and the two policeman said 
nothing. It was a very thor- 
ough examination. The way 
everyone was working on this 
case Robert Green might 
have been the President. 

Following the examination 
the photographer was called 
in again to take a picture of 
the other bruise. It was her 
solar plexus. Then the wo- 
men officers produced some 
pins and helped Betty to ef- 
fect temporary repairs. 

After that, they took her 
back to Wayman. He looked 
up from what were probably 
the first reports from the 
roof. Verne was still there. 

“Well?” Wayman said, 
looking at the doctor. 

“What do you want to 
know?” the doctor asked. “I 
don’t know a thing about the 
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case. I might tell you every- 
thing you don’t want to know 
and miss out the important 
things.” 

“Was she in a fight?” 
Wayman demanded. 

“Yes. Her arms were held — 
of course, that may have been 
after the arrest. She suffered 
a blow in the solar plexus 
probably severe enough to 
cause unconsciousness. A 
bruise at the back of the head 
and minor abrasions on the 
body suggest she fell back 
against a wire frame of some 
kind and lay there for some 
time. She was pressed back 
against the edge of a stone 
wall, apparently struggling 
hard at the time. She — ” 
“She’s quite strong enough 
to handle a man of forty- 
eight, her own height, very 
thin, in poor health?” 

“Quite. Could throw him 
about, I guess.” 

“She did.” said Wayman 
drily. 

“On the other hand,” said 
the doctor, “she’s undernour- 
ished, ten to fifteen pounds 
underweight, and has eaten 
very little today. She might 
feel faint after an effort, 
might find herself in trouble. 
Another thing. She’s virgo 
Intacta.” 

“Oh?” said Wayman. “All 
right, doctor. Write your re- 
port. We may want it soon.” 
The doctor went out. 
“That’s one for the book,” 
Wayman murmured. 

It was obvious what he 
meant. Betty pretended, how- 



ever_ not to understand him. 

“So you went on the roof 
with him. You wanted to 
hear his proposition,” said 
Wayman. “Yet apparently 
you’re not the sort of girl 
to—” 

“I meant to turn it down,” 
Betty retorted. "I fought 
him. And I’m a virgin. 
Doesn’t that add up?” 

“Yes,” said Wayman. 
“Some people might think it 
made sense. But then, we 
know the whole thing’s a lie. 
We don’t think, we know. 

BETTY KNEW calm cer- 
tainty when she heard it. 
They did know it was a lie. 
So she’d been wrong. She 
should have told the story 
the other way. It was too late 
now. She had made a mistake, 
or there was something she 
didn’t know, something she 
couldn’t know. 

‘That’s how it happened,” 
she insisted. “I can’t help it 
if you — ” 

“We know Robert Green,” 
said Wayman. “He didn't 
come up to one-five-two vol- 
untarily, he didn’t proposi- 
tion you, he didn’t assault 
you, and if he had you could 
have tied him up with one 
hand.” 

He paused, and then gave 
her the first piece of infor- 
mation that began to explain 
the furore over Green’s death. 
“Besides, he had been send- 
ing out alarm signals for six 
minutes before he was mur- 
dered.” 
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“You mean — personal ra- 
dio?” 

Wayman shrugged. He 
wasn’t going to answer that. 
“Nov/ let’s have the real 
story.” 

Betty looked at Verne, just 
not to look at Wayman. 
Verne had said nothing sinew 
they entered the building, 
and he seemed to have no in- 
tention of saying anything 
now. 

“All right,” she said, know- 
ing she was beaten. She had 
tried something which should 
have worked, and it hadn’t 
because of things she didn’t 
know at the time. The best 
thing now was to save as 
much as possible from the 
wreckage. 

“Can I tell this story my 
own way?” she asked. 

Wayman nodded. “I don’t 
know any other way you 
could tell it,” he observed 
drily. 

“Well, I’m an angel, you 
know that. I make seventeen 
credits a week. It costs me 
fourteen just to live. And I 
like to be independent — it 
you can believe that. I — ” 

The door opened and a man 
came in. Verne jumped up. 
Wayman didn’t move, but 
looked respectful. This was 
nobody less than a commis- 
sioner. 

“Tim’s coming over,” he 
said briefly. 

“To see her?” Wayman 
asked, nodding at Betty. 

The commissioner nodded. 
“Don’t tell her anything.” 



“I won’t,” said Wayman. 
The commissioner dis- 
appeared as quickly as he had 
arrived. He hadn’t looked 
at Betty. She hadn’t seen his 
face either. 

“You were saying you liked 
to be independent,” said 
Wayman, as if there had 
been no interruption. 

“I’ve been in a lot of tight 
spots,” said Betty, “and I’ve 
got out of all — so far. Now. 
this thing — I’ll tell you the 
truth, but you’re not going to 
believe it. I knew that when 
I found myself alone on the 
roof with Robert Green over 
the edge. So I faked this. It 
gave me a chance I thought. 
The truth didn’t give me 
any.” 

“Let’s have the truth,” said 
Wayman, “and we’ll see.” 

“I was in my room just be- 
fore nine o’clock. There was 
a knock at the door. I wasn’t 
dressed. I called ‘Who is it?’ 
Someone said ‘Special Deli- 
very.’ That wasn’t likely, I 
wasn't expecting anything, 
and I should have been more 
careful. I put something on 
and went to the door. A man 
came in and shut the door. 
As he shut it he took out a 
gun.” 

“Describe him and the 
gun.” 

“He was tall, about four 
inches taller than me, very 
pale-faced, with thin cheeks, 
a sort of transparent nose. 
You know, a big nose but thin, 
with the veins showing. He 
didn’t look tough but he was. 
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And he hated me. I didn’t 
know why — I never saw him 
before. The gun was a little 
silver automatic with a kind 
of snout. Metal curving away 
under the hole like a chin. I 
only saw it when it was 
pointing straight at me.” 

Wayman nodded noncom- 
mitally. 

“He said, ‘I don’t care what 
you wear — you’ve ten sec- 
onds.’ I didn’t argue. Then 
he put his gun in his pocket 
and took me up on the roof. 
There was nobody about, of 
course.” 

“Why ‘of course’?” 

“If there had been,” said 
Betty wearily, “I’d have been 
telling you this in the first 
place. We went up the stair- 
way, me first. Just as 1 
opened the door at the top, 
the man behind me pulled off 
one of my shoes. I guess you 
know what he did with it. I 
don’t.” 

Wayman’s face betrayed 
nothing. 

"I didn’t see him lock the 
door. There were two men al- 
ready on the roof, over at the 
edge. One I never properly 
saw. The other — ” 

“How come you never saw 
this man?” 

"It was like the commis- 
sioner just now,” said Betty 
patiently. “He came in here, 
he spoke, he went out. I 
wouldn’t know him if I saw 
him in the street.” 

Wayman grunted. 

“Once I was on the roof, 
the man who had brought me 



up got rough. He grabbed me 
by the arms and marched me 
across to the other two. He 
hurt me more than he needed 
to. 

“That’s the thing I don’t 
understand. He hated me, 
and he didn’t try to hide it. 
He loathed me. He acted as 
if I was something less than 
huma. He looked at me the 
way you look down at a 
snake when you’ve got your 
heel on it. I can’t tell you 
how he hated me. Every time 
he touched me he hurt me all 
he could. I knew what he 
wanted to do was beat me to 
death. I thought he must 
have mistaken me for some- 
body else but — ” 

“Get on with it,” said Way- 
man, obviously not interested 
in this. 

“This man wrenched me 
round so I was looking at 
Green — ” 

“How did you know he was 
Green?” Wayman snapped. 

“The man holding me told 
me. He said ‘This is Robert 
Green.’ ” 

"Why would he say that?’’ 
Wayman murmured. 

“I don’t know. Maybe so I 
couldn’t pretend I didn’t 
know who he was.” 

Wayman grunted again. 
Betty knew he was getting 
the impression she was a lit- 
tle too ready with the an- 
swers, but it might be even 
more dangerous to act dumb. 

“Green was frightened. I 
didn’t get a chance to look at 
him, though, for the man 



12 



FANTASTIC UNIVERSE 



with me tore my beads off 
and scattered them over the 
roof, mussed my hair, and 
hit me in the stomach. He 
meant me to go down and 
stay down, and I did. I was 
out for a while, and when I 
came to there was nobody on 
the roof but me.” 

“How did you know those 
two men hadn’t jumped too?” 

“I wasn’t completely out. 
I had a vague memory of run- 
ning steps, a door shutting.” 

Wayman hesitated a mo- 
ment. “Why didn’t you tell 
us this in the first place?” 

“I told you. I got an idea 
it was the way they worked, 
about those two men. Partly 
They knew their job. They 
wanted Green out of the way, 
and they set me up for it. 
You won’t find any trace of 
them. I knew you wouldn’t. 
So I didn’t think it was go- 
ing to help me if I told the 
truth.” 

“Who tore your clothes 
and pushed you against the 
wall?” Wayman asked. 

“I did. To make it look bet- 
ter.” 

There was a long pause. 
Then Wayman shook his 
head. “You’d have done bet- 
ter to stick with the first 
story. Someone would have 
believed it.” 

“That’s what I thought,” 
said Betty levelly. 

“Now let’s have the third 
story, what really happened 
this time.” 

“I’ve told you the truth.” 



“You were right about the 
second story. It stinks. Are 
you going back to the first 
one now?” 

Betty said nothing. 

“You might as well open 
up,” said Wayman. “We’ll 
find your contact, how much 
you were to be paid, how you 
got Green to go up on that 
roof. . People think we’re 
dumb, but we find out things 
like that.” 

“Then maybe you can find 
those two men,” said Betty. 
“They got Green on the roof. 
Maybe someone saw them. 
Look, I don’t know what all 
this is about, but obviously 
Green was important, obvious- 
ly there are people who want 
him dead. You know that — 
what’s crazy about what I told 
you?” 

“That they should involve 
you,” said Wayman. 

“I told you, they hated me. 
They didn’t want to get rid 
of Green any more than thev 
wanted to get rid of me. I 
could feel it.” 

Wayman shook his head. 
“The characters who wanted 
Green dead wouldn’t do any 
crazy thing like letting an in- 
nocent party have a good look 
at two of their agents. 
They. . . ” 

Suddenly he realized he was 
talking too much, and 
stopped. 

“What are we waiting for 
now?” Betty asked. 

“We’re waiting,” said Way- 
man. 

Five minutes passed. Then 
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a man came in, a man of about 
thirty who didn't look like a 
cop. His soft felt hat wasn’t 
like the soft felt hat of detec- 
tives. He looked more like a 
musician than a policeman. 

“Glad to see you, Tim,” said 
Wayman. “This is the girl.” 

Tim turned to look at 
Betty. His gaze was nothing 
like what she expected — noth- 
ing like anything she expect- 
ed. Instead of being hard and 
penetrating — this was appar- 
ently a man who mattered — it 
was just quietly friendly. 
Even shyly friendly. She 
thought for a moment she had 
seen him before somewhere, 
then decided she hadn’t. She’d 
have remembered him. 

“Let her go,” Tim said. 

Wayman j umped. "Say, 
Tim, she lied at first and then 
told some fantastic story 
about two men holding her up 
and. . .” 

“Let her go,” Tim repeated. 

Wayman pulled himself to- 
gether. Betty could almost 
see his mind working. Tim 
wants her to go so we can pull 
in her associates. He doesn’t 
want me to tell her any more. 
We’ll get this straightened 
out when she’s gone. 

But Betty didn’t believe 
that was what Tim meant. She 
thought that somehow this 
Tim knew she was telling the 
truth. 

She got up quickly. “When 
someone says I can walk out 
of police headquarters,” she 
said, “I don’t waste any time 
arguing. Even if I’ve only got 
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one shoe. Thank you one and 
all.” She made for the door. 

Tim was there first, to hold 
it open for her. That had been 
done for her about three times 
in her life. 

At the same time he was do- 
ing another, very different 
thing. He was holding out a 
folded bill to her. “Buy your- 
self some new clothes,” he 
said. 

For a fraction of a second 
she thought of refusing it. 
But you didn’t refuse any- 
thing unless there were 
strings attached to it — and she 
could see there were no 
strings attached to this. 

“Thank you,” she said and 
took it. 

It was twenty-three credits 
more than a week’s wages. 

“You’ll get your shoe in the 
next room,” said Wayman sur- 
prisingly. “Tell them I said 
you could take it.” 

“Thank you,” said Betty 
again, and went. 

The door closed behind her. 

"Have her tailed,” said Tim. 

“Of course. She did it?” 

"No. I don’t know what her 
story is, but it’s true ” 

Wayman half rose in his 
chair. “Then why did she — ” 

“I’ve no idea what she did, 
and less idea why she did it. 
But she’s as pure as the driv- 
en snow. Purer, when you con- 
sider she's an angel. Wayman, 
know what this means?” 

“No. Does it mean any- 
thing?” 

“The Circle must have 
thought when they killed Bob 
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that he was our last empath. 
Otherwise they wouldn’t have 
bothered trying to involve 
that girl. The fact that she’s 
released will tell them there’s 
another. You’d never have let 
her go. Cons never do. When 
a suspect’s handed to them on 
a plate with all the evidence 
they need, no cop who's worth 
his salt ever cares whether 
he’s really guilty or not.” 
Wayman moved uncomfort- 
ably. “Cut it out, Tim,” he 
said. “Look, if what you say is 
true, shouldn’t we hold that 
gir 1 '” 

“ , .i't do any good.” 

“But we can try her — and 
see she’s freed. Juries do 
things like that. Then the Cir- 
cle won’t know there’s still an 
empath working for us.” 

Tim shook his head rather 
wearily. “Today, tomorrow or 
the next day I’ll do some job 
or other and the Circle will 
know there’s still an empath 
up against them. If I’m used 
at all, the Circle’s bound to 
know I exist.” 

He looked thoughtfully at 
Wayman. “You’re down to 
your last chance,” he said, 
“and you’ve got no idea what 
a snot you’ll be in if you lose 
me 

“Nonsense,” said Wayman. 
“Of course we know — ” 

“You know damn all,” said 
Tim with a sudden flash of 
anger. “All you know, all 
you’ve ever known, is that 
with empaths on both sides 
it’s stalemate. Five hundred 
swords plus one machine-gun 



equals five hundred swords, 
or any other number of 
swords, plus one machine-gun. 
But suppose you were left 
with nothing but swords to 
fight machine-guns?” 

“We know your importance 
to us, Tim,” said Wayman 
soothingly. 

“You do like hell. But X’rn 
wasting my breath. You never 
will know it unless it happens 
— unless you find yourselves 
facing a machine-gun with 
nothing but swords.” 

He frowned. “I wonder why 
no others are coming through? 
Should be some — not many, 
but two or three. The Circle 
can’t be yetting them all, sure- 
ly?” 

He smiled a twisted, specu- 
lative smile. 

“What’s the laugh?” Way- 
man demanded. 

“I wonder if Bob and I 
were wrong,” Tim said. “Poor 
Bob, if he was he suffered for 
it. But I’m not weeping any 
tears over Bob until I’m sure 
I’m not going to follow him. I 
wonder if we were wrong, 
joining with the forces of law 
and order instead of doing the 
natural thing and joining the 
Circle?” 

BETTY RETRIEVED her 
shoe and set out to walk home. 

There was no traffic in the 
streets. There had been only 
one solution to the parking 
problem in cities, and at last 
the cities had found it — no 
cars, no parking problems. 
The only vehicles in cities 
now were police cars, ambu- 
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lances, cleansing department 
trucks and the like. Private 
citizens had to use the duorail 
or the subway, leaving their 
cars, if they had cars, garaged 
on the outskirts of the city. 
As a matter of fact, most of 
the people who owned cars 
lived well underground any- 
way, and the subway was more 
convenient for them. 

Betty had managed to make 
herself look reasonably re- 
spectable, and no one gave her 
a second glance. It was get- 
ting dark now, and everyone 
else she saw was in a hurry. 

Cities had stopped growing 
upwards for no very clear rea- 
son, started again for no very 
clear reason, and finally 
stopped for a very clear rea- 
son indeed. The reason was 
what had happened to Buenos 
Aires. 

With the growth of Brazil, 
Buenos Aires had become a 
very big, very new, very tall 
city. It claimed the greatest 
skyline in the world. 

After the bomb not one 
stump taller than a hundred 
feet remained. Not many peo- 
ple did either. 

There had never been an 
atomic war. There had nearly 
been one in South America, 
and another in Southern Eu- 
rope. Seven atom bombs were 
exploded. That was more than 
enough for everybody. 

This affected the rest of 
the world not politically but 
socially. Once upon a time the 
elite had lived in the west end 
of a town, the riffraff in the 



east end. Sometimes the divi- 
sion had been just the right or 
wrong side of the tracks. 

After Buenos Aires the di- 
vision became up and down. 
It wasn’t that anyone expect- 
ed to be atom-bombed. It was 
just that the people who could 
moved down and down, began 
to build their homes under- 
ground, in fact, and the peo- 
ple who had no choice lived in 
the clouds. It was a dichotomy 
of money rather than rank . . . 
but money was rank. The rich 
were the moles — the name had 
been applied derisively at 
first, but like so many names 
applied in that way it had 
stuck, it had been accepted. 
The poor were the angels. The 
people who lived in the clouds 
because they had no choice, 
because it was cheap. The 
first — perhaps the only — peo- 
ple to die if an atom bomb 
should happen to be dropped. 

There were a lot of poor. 
Not so many decades ago, all 
had been well for the people 
of America, the people of 
England, the people of a few 
other favored countries. The 
world produced hardly 
enough to keep its human 
population alive. 

Oranges were destroyed in 
California and fish in East 
Anglia. And in India and 
China and a few other places, 
those who didn’t die of starva- 
tion suffered from malnutri- 
tion all their lives. 

India and China couldn’ 
have done much about this sit- 
uation. It was the wealthy. 
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benevolent countries who 
helped them to equality . . . and 
then found that fair shares 
for all meant very little for 
anybody. 

The ingenuity of men was 
equal to the situation, of 
course. The ingenuity of same 
men. The smart men, as usual, 
got what they wanted. Which 
meant that the standard of 
living went down and down 
and down — for tiiose who 
weren’t smart men. Instead of 
hungry millions in India and 
China there were hungry 
thousands in London, Berlin, 
Rome, Paris, Sydney, New 
York. 

Of whom Betty Lincoln was 
one. She was pretty, intelli- 
gent, cultured, but she didn’t 
happen to be smart. The ways 
which might have been open 
to her to better herself she 
didn’t like. 

She made seventeen credits 
a week and needed fourteen 
just for food and other essen- 
tials, She had two pairs of 
shoes, one coat, and nineteen 
credits in the bank. Being cul- 
tured, she knew that there had 
been a time when a girl like 
her, a girl in her position, her 
job, would have had twenty 
summer dresses. But being in- 
telligent too, she knew that 
those days were gone and 
didn’t let it bother her. 

As she walked she thought 
not of the curious and danger- 
ous events of the evening so 
far, but of what she would do 
with the twenty credits. A 
new dress was essential. She 



could get a good enough cot- 
ton dress for a credit sixty. 
Prices had dropped with wag- 
es. Economically, it was the 
Good Old Days over again. 
Now it was discovered that 
nobody wanted them, after 
all. There were no more wist- 
ful stories about what a cred- 
it used to buy. Now there 
were incredible tales of ste- 
nographers earning sixty a 
week in New York (but they 
must have been important ex- 
ecutives, surely, not just ordi- 
nary stenographers). 

Betty was deliberately not 
thinking about Robert Green 
or Lieutenant Verne or Way- 
man or Tim. There would be 
time for that later. She went 
straight up to her room. 
There was no sign of the po- 
lice any more. 

With her key in the lock 
she hesitated, reluctant to go 
in. She frowned, shrugged, 
and opened the door. 

“Close it behind you,’’ said 
a voice. 

Betty’s head jerked up. It 
was the same man as before, 
the tall, pale man who had 
come to her room and taken 
her up onto the roof, the man 
who hated her. He stood 
across the room watching her, 
and she could feel his hate 
beating at her in waves, like 
heat surging from a furnace. 

The same gun was in his 
hand, pointing at her middle. 

She closed the door. There 
didn’t seem to be much 
choice. The man didn’t speak 
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again. The gun was still 
pointed at her middle and she 
saw his hand move. 

“Wait!” she said desperate- 
ly. “I learned something at 
police headquarters. They 
told me ... I met ...” 

She collapsed on the floor 
in a faint. 

It was a desperate risk to 
take. The man had been on 
the point of shooting. He 
wasn’t like the killers of the 
screen who spend half an 
hour explaining the whole 
thing to their victim and al- 
low the rescue forces to ar- 
rive. He was there for one 
purpose, to kill her, and he 
was going to do nothing else. 

But if she hadn’t managed 
to interest him by what she’d 
said, there was no way out 
anyway. And without pre- 
tending to faint she could see 
no way of getting near him or 
getting him to come near her. 

She waited, forcing herself 
to relax completely. Presently 
she felt herself being turned 
over, face upwards. She lay 
completely slack. 

Then without opening her 
eyes she shot up with all the 
strength in her body. She was 
lucky. Her head hit him on 
the nose and for a second he 
was helpless with pain. With 
ferocity fanned by the knowl- 
edge that all the chances 
were against her being alive 
in twenty seconds’ time, 
Betty threw him over and 
flung herself down on his 
ribs, turning so that the hard- 
est part of her, the hip-bone. 
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made contact. That gave her 
time enough to smash his 
head against the floor. And 
after she had done that once, 
she had all the time in the 
world to smash it again and 
again until he was certainly 
out, possibly dead. 

She rose, sore, shaken but 
triumphant. She picked up 
the gun and felt better. Even 
now, however, she was well 
aware that though she had 
overcome this man once she 
wouldn’t manage to do so 
again, and that even the pos- 
session of the gun and the 
unconsciousness of the killer 
didn’t make her safe from 
him. She didn’t dare phone 
yet. She hardly dared to put 
the gun out of her hands, but 
had to. She found some string 
and bound his hands, over and 
over again. To make sure she 
drew a belt tightly about his 
feet. Then, having picked up 
the gun and locked the door, 
she felt safe. 

There was probably at least 
one confederate of this man 
in the building. He would 
hardly batter the door down, 
however. 

She phoned police head- 
quarters and asked for Way- 
man. He wasn’t available. She 
asked for Verne. His curt 
voice came on the line. 

“This is Betty Lincoln,” 
she said. “I’ve got one of the 
two men who killed Robert 
Green, here at my apartment.” 

There was a moment of 
stunned silence. “Got him — 
How?" Verne demanded. 
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“Unconscious or maybe 
dead,” she said. “He was try- 
ing to kill me.” 

“But I’ve had a man tailing 
you. He’ll be outside in the 
passage now.” 

“Lot of good he’s doing 
there,” Betty remarked. 

“I’ll be right over,” said 
Verne. And he was. The as- 
sassin hadn’t recovered con- 
sciousness when Verne ar- 
rived, though by this time 
Betty had established that he 
was alive and probabljr not 
too seriously hurt. 

Verne stared for twenty 
seconds at the man on the 
floor. “How did you do it?” 
he demanded. 

Betty told him. 

"I guess it’s possible,” he 
admitted. He shook his head 
nevertheless. “Well, look, 
Miss Lincoln,” he said, com- 
paratively respectful now, 
“you’ll have to come back to 
headquarters and make a 
statement. And another thing. 
If everything you’ve told us 
is true — and I’m making no 
comment about that — you’re 
going to need protection from 
now on. The people who got 
Robert Green are out to get 
you too.” 

“But why?” Betty asked. 

It didn’t surprise her that 
she got no ansv/er. 

She asked the same ques- 
tion at police headquarters. 
Wayman was there again, 
only his attitude was differ- 
ent now. He was almost 
friendly. Verne was present. 
Tim wasn’t. 



“I haven’t any idea why, 
and that’s the truth,” Way- 
man said. “I’ve no idea why 
you should be important to . . . 
these people.” 

“What people?” Betty de- 
manded. 

“I can’t tell you that.” 

“If I’m in danger of my life 
from them,” Betty said, “you 
might at least tell me who 
they are.” 

Wayman shook his head. 
He scribbled something on a 
piece of paper. “Protection 
isn’t much good against these 
birds,” he said. “There’s a bet- 
ter way. Go and stay there to- 
night.” 

Betty took the paper. It was 
the address of a mole hotel, 
an underground hotel. “I 
can’t afford to stay there,” 
she said. 

“You won’t have to pay. 
You’ll be there at public ex- 
pense. A few days’ accommo- 
dation costs less than a mur- 
der investigation.” 

Betty shuddered involun- 
tarily. 

“That’s a hideout we use 
sometimes,” Wayman went 
on. "When you leave it, for- 
get it. If you ever tell any- 
body about it, we’ll find out 
and you’ll be in trouble.” 

They took a very full and 
complete statement from her, 
this time with the significant 
difference that they appeared 
to believe what she said. Af- 
ter that they were in a hurry 
to be rid of her and get on 
with their investigations. 

Betty made only one pro- 
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test. “I need some things 
from my apartment.” 

“You can’t have them,” said 
Wayman. 

“It would only take a few 
minutes. If I can’t go myself, 
someone could collect them 
for me.” 

“No,” said Wayman, not 
mincing matters. “It isn’t 
safe. The less there is to con- 
nect your apartment with this 
place you’re going to, the saf- 
er you’ll be. Verne, take her 
away and make sure she’s in 
the clear.” 

Verne took her away. And 
soon Betty saw what Wayman 
had meant. They didn’t go 
out at the main door of police 
headquarters. They didn’t go 
out of police headquarters at 
all. When they emerged into 
the street it was some dis- 
tance away. Then, acting as if 
this precaution had accom- 
plished nothing, Verne led 
her hither and yon until she 
was dizzy, and quite certain 
that all pursuit must have 
been left behind. 

Verne must have been satis- 
fied too, for he took her to 
the address Wayman had giv- 
en her. He didn’t go in with 
her. Presumably Wayman had 
phoned the hotel. 

It was a small private hotel 
a couple of levels down. Bet- 
ty went inside and looked 
round her with some trepida- 
tion. It wasn’t easy to intimi- 
date Betty, but she had never 
been in a place like this be- 
fore. Everything was clean 
and neat a*M shiny. 



The girl at the reception 
desk knew about Betty, ap- 
parently, and wasn’t im- 
pressed by her. “You clean?” 
she asked doubtfully. 

Betty thought she meant 
was she armed. When she re- 
alized the girl meant it liter- 
ally, she reddened. “As clean 
as you,” she retorted. “At 
least.” 

“Okay, okay,” said the girl. 
“We get all sorts here, you 
know. Will you blow your 
top if I suggest you take a 
bath?” 

“No,” said Betty, recover- 
ing her composure. “I want a 
bath anyway.” 

The girl nodded. “Then I 
guess you’re all right,” she 
said. “Some of the people 
you-know-who sends us nevei 
use water — internally or ex- 
ternally.” 

“Oh, I drink it sometimes,” 
said Betty, “when I can’t get 
milk.” 

The girl looked at her 
sharply, but Betty’s gaze was 
guileless. 

Betty’s room wasn’t much 
biggef than her own tiny an- 
gel apartment, but much more 
luxurious. The bed was so 
soft she kept coming back to 
feel it again. The bathroom 
had mirrors heated to prevent 
condensation. The furniture 
was if anything too comfort- 
able. Once seated she found 
it very difficult to get up. 

While she was in her bath 
Betty had leisure for the first 
time since nine o’clock to 
think. 
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And she realized she was in 
love with Tim. 

OF COURSE it was fantas- 
tic. But she wasn’t fool 
enough to tell herself it 
couldn’t be true. She knew it 
was true. She was in love 
with a man she’d seen for 
about two minutes and hadn’t 
had time to think about since. 

She had to see Tim. She un- 
derstood now why she’d 
thought she knew him. He 
looked like a younger, strong- 
er, nicer Robert Green. He 
must be Robert Green’s broth- 
er. That didn’t matter, how- 
ever, except that it partly ex- 
plained Tim’s importance. He 
was important for the same 
reason that Robert Green had 
been important. 

Why Betty had to see Tim 
Green she didn’t know. It 
wasn’t just because she was 
in love with him. But there 
was no argument about it, she 
had to see him, and immedi- 
ately. She didn’t argue. She 
accepted the fact, just as 
she’d accepted the knowledge 
that she loved him. 

Betty stepped out of her 
bath and looked at herself in 
the mirror which formed one 
wall of the bathroom (you 
could cover it with a plastic 
curtain if you were too mod- 
est to watch yourself bath- 
ing). Should what she saw 
reassure or depress her? 

She didn’t take time to 
reach a conclusion. Towelling 
herself briskly, she went back 
to thinking about Tim. And 



she didn’t think of Tim as a 
man she’d been with for two 
minutes. She thought of him 
frankly as a man she loved. 
Obviously she couldn't ex- 
pect him to be in love with 
her, not at the moment. Some- 
thing would have to be done 
about that. She had no inten- 
tion of loving from afar. All 
her life she had been waiting 
to meet Tim, waiting to fall 
in love with him. 

The first thing was to find 
him. She guessed he’d be well 
concealed, well guarded, yet 
that problem didn’t worry her 
at all. She passed to some- 
thing else. 

Tim had been well dressed 
— not only expensively but 
also tastefully dressed. Even 
to go looking for him she’d 
have to hire some clothes. She 
couldn’t even walk about in 
this district dressed as she 
was without inviting com- 
ment. She looked like what 
she was — a pretty angel. 

Mole hotels, even this one, 
were so discreetly run that it 
was a simple matter to slip 
out without being seen. It 
was easy enough to find a 
costumier still open, with 
clothes for hire. In fact, when 
she went in the woman there 
knew what she wanted. 

Every evening thousands 
of angels, men and women, 
descended to the mole levels, 
and most of them had to hire 
clothes as a first step. Some 
of them were on frankly mer- 
etricious missions. Some of 
them had girl-friends or boy- 
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friends of a higher social sta- 
tion than their own and were 
pretending that there was no 
gulf. Some of them were just 
angels who enjoyed pretend- 
ing to be moles for a night. 

BETTY EMERGED 
dressed like a queen in a mid- 
night-blue gown and silver 
slippers. She went straight to 
the nearest subway depot and 
boarded a west-bound train. 
She didn’t have far to go, but 
it was just too far to walk. 

Betty had an inquiring 
mind. Nevertheless, just as it 
hadn’t occurred to her to 
wonder about her reason for 
having to see Tim Green, she 
didn’t wonder how she knew 
where he lived. She wasn’t in- 
curious. She knew quite def- 
initely that wondering wasn’t 
going to do her any good at 
all. 

She reached the house and 
stopped, dismayed. 

The mole levels were ano- 
malous. On the other hand 
they were underground, base- 
ment dwellings which could 
never be fine, open, spacious 
and beautiful. On the other 
hand they were the houses of 
rich people who wanted them 
to look as grand and showy 
as possible. 

The avenue s— of course 
they were called avenues, 
when they weren’t boulevards 
— were just twenty-four feet 
wide. The houses v/ere exact- 
ly twenty-four feet tall, and 
massively faced, for their re- 
inforced walls supported the 



city above. The ceiling over 
the ayenues, twenty-four feet 
across, twenty-four feet up, 
radiated bright but soft 
lights. Within these limita- 
tions the houses which en- 
closed the rabbit-burrow ave- 
nues were as impressive as 
they might be. This meant 
forests of marble pillars, huge 
stone-carved doorways, tall 
discreetly-curtained windows, 
and statues in alcoves every 
few yards. 

Artistically the effect was 
execrable. 

The house Betty had come 
to was like all the others, a 
twenty-four feet high front- 
age with a doorway which 
could have admitted a drag- 
on, carved stonework, long 
thin windows full of purple 
curtains, ornamental friezes 
wherever they could reason- 
ably be placed and one or two 
places where they couldn’t. 

But what was different 
about this house was that a 
dozen men were lounging 
about near it. Though not one 
of them was in uniform, even 
someone a lot stuoider than 
Betty would have realized 
that the lounners waiting 
about weren’t concentrated 
round this house for nothing. 

Tim Green was well pro- 
jected against the people who 
had snuffed out his brother’s 
life. 

It was clear that Betty 
wasn’t going to get to him un- 
less she confided in his 
guard. 

She was just about to walk 
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up to the house, anyway, and 
see what happened, when she 
became aware of something 
important. Tim Green was no 
longer in the house. She was 
almost certain he’d been there 
a few minutes before, and 
now she was almost certain 
that he wasn’t. The question 
was, where was he? 

There were limits to what 
Betty knew. It was wonder- 
ful, true, that she had known 
where Tim lived and had been 
able to go right there though 
no one had told her and 
though she had never been in 
the district before. Now, how- 
ever, she was at a dead end. 
She knew Tim Green was 
still somewhere around, but 
not where. 

BETTY WALKED slowly 
back the way she had come. 
She was forced now to exam- 
ine her awareness, to try to 
think things out instead of 
just accepting them. 

Tim Green, and almost cer- 
tainly Robert Green too, be- 
fore he died, had some 
strange gift. Betty thought at 
once of telepathy, but that 
wasn’t quite right. The word 
would do, however, until she 
knew better. 

Tim had looked at her and 
known she hadn’t murdered 
Robert Green. He hadn’t had 
to ask questions, hadn’t need- 
ed to touch her. If he hadn’t 
looked into her mind he had 
done something very like it. 

Now, did Tim know she’d 
come looking for him? Had 



he in some way told her to 
seek him out? Had he told 
her then or later where he 
lived, how to get there, and 
made sure she came? 

Had he told her to be in 
love with him? 

Betty didn’t know, and she 
could sense that whenever she 
tried to analyze, the thing she 
was trying to analyze 
squirmed from under the 
glare of mental light she 
turned on it. 

The more she tried to pin- 
point Tim’s present position, 
the less she knew about it. 

Perhaps distances played a 
part. She turned back, w-alked 
a little way and stopped, try- 
ing to work the thing out in 
her mind without analyzing. 

Almost at once she knew 
again that Tim Green was 
very near. She still didn’t 
know exactly where. 

Well, if mental analysis de- 
stroyed this strange knowl- 
edge, perhaps mental relaxa- 
tion would help it. Walking 
along slowly, keeping well 
clear of the men surrounding 
the house where Tim had 
been, she tried to let herself 
feel without analyzing or crit- 
icizing what she felt. 

Gradually she became aware 
that Tim was below the ave- 
nue. As soon as this ludicrous 
conclusion formed she disbe- 
lieved it and it dissolved. 

Analyze, criticize, or disbe- 
lieve, she told herself, and 
this sense, whatever it is, 
can’t work. You have to... 
just let yourself know. 
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She still found it hard to 
believe that Tim could be be- 
low the avenue. There was an- 
other level below this one. 
There were no stairways con- 
necting the various levels, 
only elevators running in vac- 
uum shafts. Air pressure was 
kept separate on all levels. 

She managed, however, to 
still her critical faculty. 
When she succeeded she be- 
came aware that Tim was 
me . mg at right angles to the 
avenue, away from the house 
which was being so carefully 
guarded. 

“What do you want?” a 
voice asked behind her. It was 
sharp but polite, intended to 
frighten if she was guilty, 
but not offend if she was in- 
nocent. 

Betty turned. One of the 
guards was looking her up 
and down suspiciously. He 
must be wearing rubbers. 

“I don’t want you,” she re- 
torted. 

“If you’re just walking,” he 
said, “just walk somewhere 
else.” 

“Some other time I’d ar- 
gue.” she told him. “But as it 
happens I’m going anyway.” 

“Keep going,” he advised. 

Betty walked slowly away 
from Tim Green’s house. 

Tim himself was by this 
time in the next avenue. Still 
walking slowly away, still 
conscious of the eyes of the 
plain-clothes man on her 
back, Betty became aware 
that he had turned at right 
angles. She ducked through 
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the first archway into the 
next avenue. 

Half a minute later she 
was outside a house, a much 
smaller house, and knew Tim 
Green was inside it. Inside it, 
not below it. This time there 
was no guard outside. She 
walked straight up to the 
front door and rang the bell. 

TIM GREEN opened the 
door. He stared at her for 
several seconds, unable to 
place her. When he didn’t 
seem particularly pleased. 
He didn’t speak. He simply 
took her arm and pulled her 
inside. 

“Were you followed here?” 
he asked abruptly. 

“No.” 

“Can you be quite sure?” 

She thought back. “Some- 
one may have picked me up 
around your house,” she said. 
“The other house.” 

“How much do you know?” 
he demanded. 

“Not very much. Just that 
you’re a., a telepath or 
something. You touched my 
mind tonight, and maybe you 
left behind more than you 
meant to. Anyway, I had to 
come and see you.” 

She had considered telling 
him bluntly that she was in 
love with him, to see what he 
did about it. Now in his pres- 
ence she found it was im- 
possible. That sort of thing 
was all very well in theory, 
but not very adult when 
you considered putting it into 
practice. 
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It was still true, more than 
ever true. He was less friend- 
ly than he had been in Way- 
man’s office, more excited, 
more jumpy. It didn't matter. 
She hadn’t fallen in love with 
the Tim of one moment, a 
still photograph. 

“We’ve got to get out of 
here,” he said jerkily. 

“But you just came here.” 
“So did you. And that al- 
tered the situation. I'm just 
trying to make up my mind 
whether I’m glad you cam. or 
sorry. Come on, let’s get back 
to the other house.” 

Once more Betty sensed 
that there was something 
going on which she didn’t 
understand. She hesitated, re- 
luctant to move until she had 
some idea what she was let- 
ting herself in for this time. 

"You know you’re an em- 
path?” Tim asked. 

"A what?” 

“Then you don’t. But it’s 
obvious. You’ve just proved 
it. Nobody but another em- 
path could possibly have 
found me here. I didn't think 
even an empath could do it. 
And the more I think about 
it, the more I wish you 
hadn’t.” 

“Why?” Betty asked. 

“Let’s get out of here 
first,” Tim said. He paused 
as if listening. 

“This ability of yours isn’t 
clairvoyance. I suppose?” 
“No. And it’s not just 
mine. You’ve got it too.” 
“Have I? I thought—” 
“Don’t argue.” He led her 



into the kitchen. He did 
something, she didn’t see 
what, and the refrigerator 
swung aside. There was a 
hole behind it. 

Tim was on his knees, 
about to crawl into the hole. 
“Must we go that way?” 

“It’s the only way.” 

Betty shrugged, hitched 
her long skirt up about her 
hips and took off her stock- 
ings. She was piqued njfren 
Tim showed not the slightest 
interest in these proceedings. 

They crawled into the 
hole. Within a yard or two 
they reached a shaft leading 
downwards. Tim touched 
something, and simultaneous- 
ly the tunnel closed behind 
them. Betty found it quite as 
fantastic as any of the other 
events of the day. A private 
underground tunnel between 
two houses savored more of 
the Middle Ages than the 
world she knew. 

TIM RELAXED slightly 
when they were in the other 
house, the guarded house. He 
even showed some interest 
now in Betty’s legs, which 
was something. Perversely, 
she wasted no time in putting 
on her stockings and pulling 
down her dress. 

“Now tell me all about it,” 
she said. 

He led the way from the 
kitchen in which they had 
emerged to a warm, comfort- 
able lounge. “Drink?” he 
asked. 

“I don’t use it.” 
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"I do.” He poured himself 
a stiff one. “There’s some- 
thing I have to do first.” He 
paused for a moment as it 
making up his mind. Then 
he picked up the phone. 

"Get me Wayman,” he 
said. "I know he’s at home. 
I wouldn’t call him if it 
wasn’t important. Get Way- 
man.” 

During the pause that fol- 
lowed he killed his drink. 
"Wayman? Come right over, 
will you? I’ve found another 
empath — that girl, Betty 
Lincoln. Of course she’s all 
right. Thing is, I guess this 
means we have to go ahead 
with that plan... now, before 
the Circle is ready for us. 
Hell, you don’t think I'm 
bursting with enthusiasm, do 
you? But I guess it’s got to 
be done... Okay, we’ll be 
waiting for you.” 

He put down the phone, 
poured himself another 
drink, and turned to Betty. 

"All right,” he said. "This 
thing you and I have — ” 
"How do you know I have 
it?” Betty asked. 

"How did you find me?” 
he countered. "Listen. It 
isn’t telepathy. No one can 
pick words or ideas out of 
another person’s brain — yet. 
It’s a sensitivity to atmos- 
phere. To aura. To feelings. 
Mostly, the atmosphere cre- 
ated by a lot of people, close 
to you. Sometimes just the at- 
titude of one person. Look, 
there were about a hundred 
reasons why I shouldn’t have 



opened the door to you a few 
minutes ago. Yet I did. 
Why?” 

Betty didn’t know why. 

"Because I knew you 
weren’t dangerous. I didn’t 
know who was outside the 
door, but I knew it was safe 
to open it.” 

“Yes, but you’ve been jumpy 
ever since.” 

"That’s something else. 
You’ll hear about that when 
Wayman gets here. Forget 
that just now. I tell you, you 
can’t pick information out of 
the air. You can’t tell what’s 
going to happen, or what peo- 
ple are thinking. You can only 
feel things — and guess. 

"About one person in half 
a million has this gift. Seems 
a lot, doesn’t it. Only most 
of us go psychotic early. 
Generally paranoid, some- 
times schizophrenic. We 
sense we’re different, we 
can’t take what goes on round 
us, what we know but nobody 
believes but ourselves. Never 
mind that now. What you 
can do is this. You meet 
someone, and you know 
whether he’s for you or 
against you or just doesn’t 
care. You know when there’s 
going to be trouble. You 
know when you’re safe. You 
know when you’re among 
people who think quite dif- 
ferently from you.” 

He filled his glass again. 
Betty didn’t speak, concen- 
trating on the effort to make 
sense of his quick, jerky, dis- 
jointed sentences. 
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“You personally,” he said, 
“have taken half of this for 
granted and disbelieved the 
other half. Otherwise you’d 
know all about this, you’d be 
crazy, or you’d have lost the 
gift. You’ll find you don’t 
have to learn anything ex- 
cept how to sit back and re- 
ceive, and after you’ve got it 
sort everything out.” 

“Why didn’t I use this un- 
til I met you?” Betty asked. 
“Did you activate it some- 
how?” 

Tim nodded. “Could be. 
That happens sometimes. 
You sense a touch... no, not 
that. There isn’t really a 
touch at all. You sense em- 
pathy itself, try to use it 
yourself and find you can. 
It’s instantaneous.” 

“But what’s the good of it 
anyway?” Betty said. “Why 
are you so important? Why 
was your brother killed? 
Why did those men who 
tried to frame me hate me 
so much?” 

“So they hated you?” said 
Tim with sudden interest. 
“How did you know?” 

“They didn’t try to hide it. 
I felt it, I...” She stopped 
abruptly. 

Tim nodded. “You felt it. 
They were members of the 
Circle, of course.” 

“What’s the Circle?” 

“In a moment. You asked 
why empaths are so impor- 
tant. . . In the country of the 
blind the one-eyed man may 
or may not be king, but he’s 
certainly a very important 



character. When you can do 
something that nobody else 
can do, even if you can only 
do it inefficiently, even if 
you can hardly do it at all, 
you’re still way ahead of 
everybody else. Suppose you 
could guess right not fifty 
times out of a hundred on an 
even chance, but fifty-two. 
You’d make your fortune in 
a week.” 

He filled his glass again. 
“Well, this isn’t anything 
like that. You can’t guess bet- 
ter than anyone else, except 
about people. Look, you 
haven’t been very successful 
in life but surely you’ve very 
seldom been wrong about 
people?” 

Betty nodded. 

“Well, that’s why,” said 
Tim. “What it amounts to is 
that we empaths are a dif- 
ferent kind of people, even 
if we don’t learn this until 
comparatively late in life. 
What do people do when 
they discover they’re differ- 
ent, in some way superior to 
ordinary people? They try to 
take over the ordinary people. 
That’s what the Circle tried 
to do.” 

“What’s the Circle?” Betty 
asked for the second time. 

“Empaths like us. Inter- 
national, like us. Only we’re 
working with the ordinary 
people who aren’t empaths 
and the Circle are working 
for themselves. I don’t know 
who’s right. Maybe the Cir- 
cle is. Maybe I’m being a 
traitor to my own race, siding 
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myself with the last one — like 
some Cromagnon making a 
pact with Neanderthal man 
against his own clan and peo- 
ple.” 

“They killed your brother.” 
"That’s right. But I’ve been 
responsible for killing some 
of them, too... Anyway, 
you’ve got no choice, Betty. 
The Circle declared war on 
you. They must have found 
out you had empath tenden- 
cies, how I don’t know. They 
must have been sure, too that 
you wouldn’t join them — that 
you’d be on the side of law 
and order, against them. A 
traitor, as far as they were 
concerned. A traitor like me. 
And they’re right. You’ll be 
drafted, partly to keep you 
out of mischief, partly so 
that you can be studied, part- 
ly so that you can be used.” 
“I’m beginning to under- 
stand,” said Betty. “Empaths 
developed. . .how long ago?” 
"About five years.” 

“And some of them became 
the Circle — the new rulers of 
Earth. The others, like you 
and Bob, backed the old or- 
der. So it became a battle be- 
tween empaths, with new 
ones like me in the middle.” 
Tim nodded. “That’s it in 
a nutshell.” 

“How exactly does the 
government use empaths?” 
Tim shrugged. We can 
tell the level of a man’s loyal- 
ty just by meeting him. We 
can walk around a factory 
and sense that there's going 
to be a strike. If there’s a 



leak anywhere we can feel 
the leak, simply because a 
leak means disloyalty some- 
where and we can feel dis- 
loyality. We know whether 
a man’s got a weak spot. It 
shows up when we meet him, 
for at some level he knows 
about it and it throbs with 
his efforts to hide it. We 
know when a man’s lying — we 
even know when he’s going 
to lie, before he speaks. We 
know — ” 

“How do we know?” Betty 
demanded. 

Tim shrugged his shoul- 
ders. "That’s the gift. You 
know now, for example, that 
you can trust me, and that 
all this is true.” 

Betty nodded slowly. 

"You’ll have to learn some 
things,” Tim said. "But the 
only important thing is this 
— to learn what you can do, 
and believe you can do it. 
You don’t have to learn it 
from me. Wayman could tell 
you what to do, though he 
doesn’t have to. Oh — speak 
of the devil.” 

Wayman came in. 

"Hello, Wayman,” said 
Tim. The bourbon he’d been 
drinking was beginning to 
have its effect. He was 
flushed and artificially cheer- 
ful. “Meet Betty Lincoln, em- 
path. Be properly respectful,” 

“You’re quite sure?” Way- 
man asked. 

Tim turned to Betty. "See 
what I mean about the 
blind?” he said. “They never 
believe anjmne can see. Prove 
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it time and again, they’re 
never satisfied.” 

Way man flushed. Betty 
got a hint of the friction 
there must always be between 
people who could do a thing 
and people who couldn’t. 
Wayman was evidently de- 
tailed to protect and work 
with empaths, but there was 
friction even with him. Tim’s 
manner didn’t help. 

Tim turned back to Way- 
man more soberly. “We’ve 
got to go ahead with that 
plan,” he said. 

“What plan?” 

“What Bob and I were go- 
ing to do. Only I’ll have to 
take Bob's place, and Betty 
will take mine.” 

Wayman looked startled. 
“Can she do it?” 

“She found me,” said Tim 
simply. 

W a y m a n hesitated. “I 
don’t know that I’ve got the 
authority to let you go ahead 
with this, Tim,” he said. 
“Bluntly, it’s more than an 
even chance that we’ll lose 
you.” 

“But you’ll have Betty,” 
Tim pointed out. 

“We’ve only got your word 
for it that she’s — ” 

Tim threw up his hands 
in frustration and turned 
again to Betty. “See what 
it’s like?” he demanded. 
“Even when they know 
you’re an empath, they won’t 
believe a word you say.” 
“All right,” said Wayman. 
“I’ll believe you. But all the 
same — ” 



“You say you don’t know 
that you’ve got the authority 
to let me go ahead with this,” 
he said. “I’m damn sure you 
haven’t got the authority to 
stop me.” 

He got up. “You’ll be 
able to do everything from 
here,” he said. “Au revoir — 
I hope.” 

“Aren’t you going to ex- 
plain to the girl?” Wayman 
asked. 

“You can do that. I want 
to get started before I let my- 
self be convinced I shouldn’t 
do this.” 

He turned to Betty and 
to her amazement caught her 
in his arms and kissed her 
tenderly. “I know you love 
me,” he said. “You must. 
We’ll see about that when 1 
come back. . .if I come back.” 

And with that he was gone. 

WAYMAN spent twenty 
minutes on the phone. The 
fact one of his brief calls 
was to the President would 
have convinced Betty, if 
she’d still be in any doubt, 
of the importance of the em- 
paths. 

She was grateful for the 
opportunity to get her 
thoughts in order, to in- 
tegrate what Tim had told 
her and what she could now 
guess. 

People with the abilities 
Tim had mentioned could be 
a mighty force for good or 
evil, at least. It was under- 
standable that many of the 
first empaths who had dis- 
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covered their own powers 
had allied themselves against 
ordinary non-empaths — se- 
cretly. They could do that, 
finding each other as she had 
found Tim. 

It was also understandable 
that the more responsible 
men and women who found 
themselves empaths had al- 
lied themselves with the ac- 
credited government of the 
world, realizing that this 
new talent would have to be 
integrated with all the other 
talents of humanity. 

And the Circle had been 
right around her. 

The world hadn't been 
kind to Betty Lincoln, 
angel. But that didn’t mean 
she felt justified in using 
her new power to get her 
back on a society which had 
done little or nothing for 
her. 

It wasn’t sane to declare 
war on the society you’d 
been brought up in. To try 
to change it, yes — that made 
sense. However, Betty found 
herself, without arguement, 
on Tim's side, on society’s 
side, on the side of the mul- 
titude who weren’t empaths. 

Perhaps the Circle — after 
all, they were empaths too — 
had been able to sense that. 
That was why they'd hated 
her. She was the traitor, not 
they. She was the erapath 
■who would betray empaths if 
she got the chance. So they’d 
tried to fix things so that 
she didn’t get the chance. 

Wayman was through at 



last. He turned to Betty, 
frowned at her, visibly 
wondered what to say to 
her. 

“Tim’s crazy,” he said at 
last. 

Betty shook her head. “I 
don’t think so. I don't know 
what he’s doing, but he isn’t 
crazy.” 

“What was that about you 
being in love with him?” 

“None of your business,” 
said Betty. “What’s going 
on?” 

Wayman collected his 
thoughts. “The Circle have 
about three empaths,” he 
said. “There are others with 
them — hired men. malcon- 
tents, spies may be... we 
don’t know. What matters 
is the three empaths.” 

"Two,” said Betty. “I 
handed one over tonight.” 

“Three,” said Wayman. 
“I’m not counting him. Be- 
fore Bob Green died, Tim 
and Bob had worlced out a 
plan. A very simple but very 
dangerous plan — dannerons 
for Bob.” 

He stooped again, trying 
to work out what to say. 
Bettv could understand bis 
difficulty. He was a non-em- 
path, explaining empathy to 
an empath. 

“Empaths can sense one 
another,” Wayman said, “but 
only if. . .some emotion is in- 
volved. We could take Tim 
all round the city in an 
armoured car and he couldn’t 
detect the Circle empaths 
any more than he could de- 
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tect gold. Not unless they 
were careless. Understand?” 

Betty understood. That 
was why Tim had said I 
know you love me— you 
must. Because unless she 
loved him she couldn’t have 
found him. Even with all the 
empathy in the world. 

“The only way Tim can 
find the C i r c 1 e,” Way man 
went on, “is to place himself 
alone, in the open, in actual 
danger. Then let the Circle 
know he’s alone, in the open, 
in actual danger. Then let the 
Circle know he’s alone, in the 
unguarded. Then let them 
hunt him,” 

Betty stared at him, the 
color draining from her face. 
So that was what Tim was 
doing. 

“It was supposed to be 
Bob,” said Wayman. “But 
he’s dead. It’s desperate any- 
way. It’s got to be real dan- 
ger, of course, or nothing 
happens. If we had Tim 
tailed, the tension wouldn’t 
build up. He wouldn't know 
why, but he wouldn’t get 
anything. The situation 
wouldn’t jell. If Tim was 
guarded in any way, same 
thing.” 

He went on talking, but 
Betty, though she tried to 
force herself to listen couldn’t 
take in what he was saying. 
She was aware only of Tim, 
walking alone to give the 
Circle a chance to kill him, 
as they’d killed his brother. 

She knew now why he’d 
shown no concern over Bob. 



As soon as he met her he’d 
known what he had to do. 
That was why he’d said he 
didn’t know if he was glad 
or sorry she’d come. He 
hadn’t felt Bob’s death much 
because you don’t grieve over 
someone else if you’re not 
sure you’re going to last the 
day out yourself. 

“What do I have to do?” 
she asked abruptly. 

Wayman jerked in his 
chair. “I’ve just been telling 
you,” he said. 

“Tell me again.” 

“Open yourself up to Tim. 
If you do love him it’s easier. 
Think about him. Don’t let 
yourself imagine what may 
be happening to him, that’ll 
lead you off on the wrong 
track. Just think about Tim. 
You’ll know where he is and 
how he’s feeling. I’ll get a 
map ...” 

He got up and went out 
quickly. Betty was interested 
to see that he was prepared to 
leave her alone. Was it pos- 
sible he really trusted her? 
No... she barely asked her- 
self the question when two 
cops came in and stood 
quietly by the door. 

“Make yourselves at home,” 
she said. 

They paid no attention to 
whatever. 

The place must be alive 
with guards, apart from those 
in the street. 

WAYMAN was back. He 
spread out a map of the city, 
with insets of the various 
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mole levels. "Look at that,” he 
said. “Get familiar with it, 
so that when you think of a 
place you’ll be able to put 
your finger at the right spot 
on the map straight away.” 

“I don’t know much about 
the mole levels,” said Betty. 

Wayman looked worried. 
“Did Tim know that?” 

“I guess not.” 

“Well, look at the map any- 
way.” 

Betty looked at it. Unused 
to her newly-awakened gift, 
it didn’t even occur to her 
to try to place Tim on the 
map. That made it easy. "He’s 
there,” she said, pointing ex- 
citedly, before she’d even 
realized what she was doing. 

Wayman nodded. 

“Aren’t you going to alert 
the police bureau in that 
section?” Betty asked. 

“No.” 

“Why not?” 

"I told you, he’s got to be 
in danger. Real danger. Look, 
Miss Lincoln — B e 1 1 y — now 
this is started, we’ve got to 
play it Tim’s way. He must 
be in some danger already or 
you wouldn’t be able to pick 
him up — ” 

“Either that,” Betty mur- 
mured, “or else I love him 
very much.” 

Wayman was taken aback. 
“Oh. . .that. Yes.” He looked 
at Betty speculatively, try- 
ing to read her. But Way- 
man was no empath. Betty 
knew enough already to be 
quite sure of that. 

"Anyway,” Wayman went 



on, “the danger’s got to get 
worse. If I alert the police 
in that section, Tim will be 
that much safer and he’ll 
feel it and get nothing. In 
fact, you’d better give me 
back that map. You’re Tim’s 
safety-line, but we don’t 
want you to be too good. If 
you know where he is all 
the time, that might be 
enough to stop him getting 
a thing.” 

Betty tried to relax. At 
this moment, of all moments; 
she became aware that one 
of the cops at the door was 
finding it hard not to look 
at her and harder still when 
he did. She was making a big 
hit with that cop. It was only 
then that she remembered 
how provocatively she was 
dressed. 

That was a pleasant, relax- 
ing thought. Presumably now 
she’d be well looked after by 
a society which needed em- 
paths. Money, clothes, jew- 
els, all the food she could 
eat. . . 

SUDDENLY she was in a 
street. It was night. She was 
with Tim, in a city street, 
but she might have been in a 
dark forest hunted by wolves. 
It was the same feeling. Op- 
pressive, terrifying, silent. 
The sort of silence which is 
more than a mere absence of 
noise — the sort of silence 
which has plenty of sound 
but not the sounds one wants 
to hear, the sounds one is lis- 
tening for, desperately... 
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It wasn’t a picture, really. 
She imagined the city street 
just as she imagined the for- 
est and the wolves. Both were 
equally real, or equally false. 

The feeling was utterly 
real. 

Death was stalking her — or 
Tim, it didn’t matter. Not 
closely enough for the source 
of the danger to be identified, 
just closely enough to be 
sensed. Death had an appoint- 
ment with her. Death would 
keep it. Would she? 

She tried to think of Tim 
as the victim, not herself, but 
it didn't work that way. Em- 
pathy... a deep, sympathetic 
understanding. 

The most shocking thing 
about it was that this was 
only the beginning. The 
wolves were in the forest, but 
not near. Not close enough. 

Betty realized now why 
Tim had been so jumpy. It 
took courage enough to walk 
unarmed through a dark for- 
est haunted by wolf-packs. 
How much courage did it take 
to decide the wolves were too 
far away, and go and look for 
them? 

“ Snap out of it,” said Way- 
man abruptly, and Betty was 
back in a warm, comfortable, 
safe room, with a six feet 
two cop staring down at her 
and shifting his large feet 
uncomfortably. 

“Don’t do that,” said Betty 
sharply. “I may be new at 
this, but I’ve got to do it my 
way. You don’t know any oth- 
er way I can do it — remem- 



ber? Stay out of this. When I 
want you I’ll let you know.” 

She thought with passing 
amusement as she relaxed 
again that it was no wonder 
the Circle considered them- 
selves something special. 
She’d seen Tim treat Way- 
man as a sort of office-boy. 
Already she’d started to do it 
herself. They'd have to watch 
that, or they’d be qualifying 
for Circle membership. 

It took a while before she 
could make contact again. Ef- 
fort made it impossible. You 
had to wait patiently and let 
it happen. It was like going to 
sleep when you were too ex- 
cited to sleep. The more you 
tried, the further sleep reced- 
ed. 

Prompting the feeling by 
imagining what it would be 
like was bad too. Betty 
thought of the dark forest, 
and nothing at all happened. 

When at last she did man- 
age to relax and get some- 
thing, it was brief, hazy and 
patchy, but it did explain 
why contact had become so 
difficult. 

Tim wasn’t in danger any 
more. Something had cut the 
tension. For some reason he 
was safe for the moment — so 
there was nothing for Betty 
to sense. 

“No danger,” she said. “He 
must have wandered out of a 
trouble spot. Or the Circle 
aren’t interested in him just 
now. I don’t know.” 

“But he was in danger?” 
Wayman asked. 
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“Yes, just a moment ago. I 
wonder — ” 

Suddenly she was in a jun- 
gle — a hot, steaming plague 
spot. She knew that the pic- 
tures her mind supplied were 
allegories, if anything. Her 
mind supplied images, exam- 
ples simply because it worked 
that way. 

But this jungle was a pest 
spot, and that at least was 
real. Tim was in real trouble. 

Betty guessed the jungle 
image had come because here 
the threat could come from 
many things and very quickly 
...a snake underfoot, a tiger 
in the thicket, a panther 
slinking silently through the 
long grasses. She tried to 
brush away the imagery and 
get at the truth, but all that 
happened was that she lost 
everything for a moment, and 
when it came back the imag- 
ery was different. 

NOW IT was an open, emp- 
ty plain. She was the only 
thing on it, erect, unguarded, 
naked in a vast emptiness. 
The essence of the image was 
a sense of being exposed, visi- 
ble for miles, quite unable to 
hide. 

Behind her something 
moved. She turned. Nothing. 
She saw something out of the 
corner of her eye, and spun 
round. Again nothing. 

And then something began 
to move toward her, some- 
thing plainly visible, some- 
thing that didn’t hide itself 
but hid its shape. 



Betty panicked. Not be- 
cause she feared the thing 
that was advancing, but be- 
cause she didn’t know what to 
do about it. She didn’t know 
where Tim was. She didn’t 
know what the menace was, or 
where it was, or what to do 
about it. 

She snapped back to the 
warm, safe room in Tim’s 
house. 

“That map, quick!” she ex- 
claimed. Wayman thrust it at 
her. 

She tried to relax again, 
tried to make contact with 
Tim. She couldn’t do it. Was 
he dead? Was there nothing 
to make contact with? 

Gradually she forced her- 
self to be patient, to be calm. 
She settled back in her chair, 
deliberately relaxing all her 
muscles. 

Without any conscious ef- 
fort on her part the muscles 
she was trying to relax tight- 
ened and she was tense in eve- 
ry nerve. 

The thing approaching Tim 
was very close. And he was 
terrified. Betty realized that 
why every muscle in her body 
was taut almost to agony 
wasn’t because she was afraid 
for Tim, or afraid for herself. 
Tim’s fear was part of her, so 
much a part of her that her 
own body expressed it. 

Desperately she thought 
once again What can I do? 
They hadn’t told her about 
this. When she talked to 
Wayman, when she withdrew 
herself from Tim, she knew 



34 



FANTASTIC UNIVERSE 



no more than Wayman did. 
When she tried to locate Tim 
she lost contact. How could 
she help when she could stay 
in contact with Tim only 
while she did nothing? 

Abruptly she found part of 
the answer. 

It wasn’t up to her to do 
everything. She couldn’t see 
through Tim’s eyes, know ex- 
actly where he was, assess and 
identify the danger. She had 
to leave all that to Tim. Her 
job was to preserve a certain 
balance. 

Out in the city somewhere 
a man was being hunted. The 
situation was as old as life it- 
self, and perhaps the sense 
Tim and Betty were using, 
supposed to be new, was ac- 
tually as old as life too. 

The new thing was that 
Betty and Tim were using it 
consciously, deliberately, to 
find a known enemy. 

It wasn’t a battle of minds. 
Humanity hadn’t got that far 
yet. It was a conflict of emo- 
tions, almost tangible emo- 
tions, feelings which could be 
passed from one mind to an- 
other. 

Betty snapped back once 
again. 

"He's near, but not near 
enough,” she said quickly. 
"Yet already he’s in terrible 
danger. We’ve got to lessen it 
• — leave him in danger, but not 
such a spot as he’s in now.” 

She stabbed at the map. She 
hardly looked at it. "Send 
men there,” she said. "I’ve got 
to get back. . .” 



THE EASE with which she 
resumed contact this time was 
a grim indication of Tim’s 
peril. 

A pattern was beginning to 
emerge. The situation was so 
clear, in fact, that Betty no 
longer got hazy images of for- 
ests, jungles or barren plains 
— she got something more like 
a diagram on a sheet of plain 
paper. 

There were three Circle 
men — no, four. Three points, 
but one was a double force. 
Two men there. No, a man and 
a woman. Betty could even 
tell that. 

And there was hate. She 
could feel the hate, the way 
she’d felt it from the man who 
had forced her to go up on 
the roof. She knew now that 
she’d been using empathy 
even then, before she’d met 
Tim. 

They hated Tim because he 
was working for the little 
people, the unimportant peo- 
ple who weren’t empaths. 
They hated him because he 
stood in their way, the only 
important obstacle in their 
path. They couldn’t do any- 
thing until they got rid of 
Tim. 

Which they now meant to 
do, at any cost. 

Slowly Betty felt the ten- 
sion lessen a little and knew 
that her order to Wayman had 
done that. Tim would feel it 
too. Would the Circle? Very 
likely. And they might guess, 
if they hadn’t guessed al- 
ready, that though Tim was 
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dangling temptingly in front 
of them, there was a hook in 
his mouth. 

Betty fought the impulse to 
direct Wayman’s men further, 
to make Tim so safe that the 
Circle would withdraw their 
interest and the whole opera- 
tion would have to he can- 
celled. 

If she did that, Tim would 
have to go through all this 
again. It was kinder to Tim to 
let him go on with it now — 
even if all her impulses were 
to save Tim, and leave the 
Circle alone. 

The three points which rep- 
resented the Circle empaths 
were moving about, going 
round Tim. They were jock- 
eying for position... 

And they achieved what 
they wanted. Though they 
were no nearer Tim, though 
there was no sign that any- 
thing significant had hap- 
pened, suddenly their hate 
and Tim’s danger were so 
strong that Betty almost cried 
out. 

She wasn't on the battle- 
field. She didn’t know what 
maneuver had just been made, 
what advantage had been 
gained. She knew only that 
Tim was down for a count of 
eight and it might be ten. 

And there was nothing she 
could do! She grabbed blind- 
ly for the map, knowing as 
she did so that anything she 
might suggest would be too 
late. She even had a flash of 
what was actually happening. 

Tim was on the first mole 



level, just below the surface. 
A drunken party were march- 
ing raggedly home, talking 
and singing. It was a friendly, 
happy, harmless group and 
had nothing directly to do 
with the Circle or Tim or the 
battle which was going on. 

But one of the Circle em- 
paths had managed to tip off 
one of his men. . . 

The roisterers were jostling 
Tim in a good-humored, play- 
ful way, mussing his hair, 
pushing him, offering him a 
drink but not letting him es- 
cape. 

They didn’t know, though 
Tim, Betty and the Circle did, 
that among the group was a 
man who wasn’t drunk, a man 
who had a knife, a gun and a 
silk scarf, and was on the 
point of using whichever was 
most convenient as soon as the 
opportunity occurred, know- 
ing his companions were all 
too befuddled to retain any 
clear idea of what had hap- 
pened. 

Betty was pointing at a spot 
on the map, knowing that it 
could only be a matter of sec- 
onds before the assassin got 
his chance. And as she did so, 
though she wasn’t in direct 
contact with Tim, she felt the 
bubble burst. 

The danger was over. It had 
been a count of eight. Tim 
was up and fighting back. 

In the urgency of the situa- 
tion a few seconds before, 
rapport with Tim had been so 
close that she knew exactly 
what was happening. But 
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safety was less dynamic than 
danger. She had no idea what 
Tim had done. Probably he 
had identified the would-be 
assassin in time. But how had 
he dealt with him, unarmed? 

It didn’t matter. Betty went 
back to Wayman. 

"You know where he is 
now,” she said. "Look, things 
happen too fast for me to be 
able to tell you what to do. 
Besides, you know what can 
be done and I don’t. Nest 
time, if I just tell you it’s 
time, will you take just what 
action you can?” 

Wayman nodded. Betty no- 
ticed he now had a small po- 
lice radio in front of him, the 
telephone being too slow. She 
hadn’t seen anyone come in, 
she had been too occupied at 
Tim’s end. 

It was very difficult to 
make contact again, which 
meant that Tim was in little 
or no danger. She cast around 
for so long that she began to 
be afraid the Circle had with- 
drawn completely. 

She came back to Wayman. 
“Your men are too close,” she 
said. “Pull them back.” 

A few minutes later there 
was a flaming instant of ten- 
sion, gone almost as soon as it 
came. Whatever that was, Tim. 
had dealt with it. Shortly af- 
terwards another period of 
stress lasted longer, but 
wasn’t as dangerous. 

It looked as if the Circle 
were throwing in their ordi- 
nary non-empath agents and 
Tim was having very little 



trouble in dealing with them. 

For a moment Betty knew 
exactly where one of the Cir- 
cle members was. She told 
Wayman. The question was, 
how did you capture an era- 
path? She didn’t wait to see. 
She was back with Tim at 
once. 

TIM WAS running, appar- 
ently. Yet there was no seri- 
ous danger. Betty couldn’t un- 
derstand. She understood a 
few moments later when there 
was a sudden sharp wrench, 
rather like an electric shock, 
and she was flung back to her 
own environment. She blinked 
at Wayman uncomprehend- 
ingly. 

“Got one,” said Wayman 
with satisfaction. "You’re do- 
ing all right, Betty.” 

“You mean — you killed 
him?” Betty asked. 

“What did you think we 
were going to do — ask him to 
join the police force?” 

“What happened?” 

“Tim’s been trying to split 
one of them off, I guess. He 
drew off three of them and 
left the other so far behind he 
gave up. Then Tim went tin- 
der cover — took a trip by sub- 
way, I guess, where he was 
quite safe and the Circle lost 
him. He managed to spot num- 
ber one for you, you told us, 
and we got him.” 

“Shoot first and ask ques- 
tions afterwards?” asked 
Betty. 

“With the Circle,” said 
Wayman grimly, "we shoot 
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first and don’t ask any ques- 
tions at all. Now I wonder if 
the others will give up?” 

Betty couldn't make contact 
for quite a while. When she 
did, Tim and the three re- 
maining Circle empaths were 
9o close that she almost 
stopped breathing. 

Yet the tension was dying 
down. She could feel it drop- 
ping, dropping. Tim had been 
in real trouble, but whatever 
it was, he’d dealt with it. Eve- 
rything was going blank, as if 
the volume control on a radio 
were being gradually turned 
down. 

She reported to Wayman. 

He got up. “We’ve got to 
go there,’* he said. "The Cir- 
cle's trying to get Tim with- 
out using empathy. They’re 
all blanking out. Tim has to, 
too. They know about you by 
this time, of course. Let’s go." 

Betty stood up. “But 
where?” she asked. 

“You tell us,” said Way- 
man. 

She shook her head. “I 
can’t. They’ve all blanked out, 
just as you said.” 

“Mean you can’t find four 
empaths, all within a square 
mile?” 

Betty tried again, shook her 
head. 

Wayman was looking des- 
perate. This was exactly what 
he wanted, all the Circle em- 
paths in such a small space 
that he could throw a cordon 
round it and arrest every hu- 
man being inside it. But he 
didn’t know where. Tim and 



the Circle had been moving 
around so much the previous 
fix was no use. 

“Wait,” said Betty. “Maybe 
I can find Tim again, the way 
I found him tonight.” 

“Last night,” said Wayman, 
glancing at his watch. 

Betty was amazed to find it 
was seven a.m. She realized 
she was desperately tired. 

The cop who had been im- 
pressed by her was putting a 
man’s coat round her shoul- 
ders — one of Tim’s no doubt. 

“Thank you,” Betty said, 
with a smile. The cop red- 
dened. She saw she had found 
another friend. Tim and the 
susceptible cop. Not Wayman. 
He would never be anyone’s 
friend. He was a policeman. 

THEY WENT out into the 
avenue. “Not down here,” said 
Betty suddenly. “Up in the 
open.” 

“Where?” one of the cops 
asked. Wayman waved him si- 
lent. Wayman knew how em- 
paths worked. Betty couldn’t 
get anything direct. To find 
Tim, she would have to clear 
her mind of questions and let 
it work in a vacuum. 

They went up to ground 
level and ten policemen and 
Betty piled into two cars. It 
was already light, the pale 
cold light of early morning. 

“I don’t know,” said Betty 
uncertainly. “You see, there’s 
absolutely nothing going 
on. . 

“With Tim and three Circle 
empaths almost touching end’. 
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other, there must be some- 
thing going on,” said Way- 
man. ‘‘They’re not holding 

hands.” 

“Holding hands,” Betty re- 
peated thoughtfully. “I got 
something when you said that. 
Holding hands in a park... 
what’s the nearest park?” 
“City Bounds.” 

Betty shook her head. “No. 
What other parks are there?” 
“Green Park?” 

“Try that.” She frowned as 
the cars started off. “I wish I 
knew more about empathy.” 
To her surprise Wayman 
laughed. “You know more 
than Tim,” he said. 

“What do you mean?” 
“There's degrees in empa- 
thy, like everything else. 
Tim’s better than any of the 
Circle’s empaths, otherwise 
they’d have got him long ago. 
You’re better than Tim. You 
get things quicker and you get 
more. This, now. Nobody else 
but you could find an empath 
who didn’t want to be found.” 
"T don’t know that I can ei- 
ther,” said Betty. “Anyway, 
this is wrong. Try Herbison 
Gardens.” 

The cars changed direction. 
“That’s where he is,” said 
Bet tv excitedly. “Somewhere 
in the park. Hidden, I guess. 
I don’t know about the others, 
though. The}? may have gone.” 
As they reached the park it 
was becoming quite clear to 
her how important the battle 
she and . Tim were fighting 
was. 

Without empaths hemming 



them in, blocking their path, 
there was no limit to what the 
Circle might do. This strug- 
gle showed that. It was like a 
fight between two men over 
an anthill. To ordinary peo- 
ple, any empath was practical- 
ly invulnerable. He could 
sense trouble before it became 
trouble. 

She hadn’t had time to work 
out what empaths could do. 
But Tim had, and he was risk- 
ing his life to destroy the Cir- 
cle. . . 

“They’re here,” she said. 
“All of them. In the park.” 

That was all Wayman want- 
ed to know. He gave crisp or- 
ders. Within a few minutes 
the park was surrounded. 
“Still here?” he asked Betty. 
“They haven’t got away?” 

She nodded. “I can be quite 
sure now. The three of them 
are radiating now, of course. 
Tim isn’t — he isn’t in any dan- 
ger.” 

Wayman turned to two of 
his men, including the suscep- 
tible cop. “Take Miss Lincoln 
outside and wait,” he said. 

Betty started to protest, but 
saw it wasn’t going to do any 
good. She went with the two 
policemen back to the cars. 

She was just about to step 
inside when the electric shock 
came again — much worse this 
time. She went rigid and fell 
beside the car. half under it. 

Another empath had died. 

The two cops lifted her into 
the car, watching over her 
anxiously. 

“I’m all right,” she said, lay 
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back and closed her eyes. 

That shocfc was going to 
come twice more. . .perhaps 
three times. Tim was still 
there. 

SHE COULD guess what 
was happening in the park. 
The two remaining Circle 
members — they were the man 
and woman who had been to- 
gether all along, perhaps 
brother and sister, or husband 
and wife — were the hunted 
now, not Tim. She felt their 
danger as earlier she had felt 
Tim’s. And even now, with a 
police cordon round the park, 
with Wayman and his men 
looking for them with orders 
to shoot to kill, their danger 
was less than Tim’s had been 
a few hours earlier. 

They were moving about, 
trying to lessen their danger. 
Empaths merely had to turn 
round to know that this way 
was safer than that, that walk- 
ing was safer than running, 
that hiding was a good 
chance. If there was the ghost 
of a chance of escape, the two 
Circle empaths would es- 
cape . . . 

Betty sat up sharply, 
grabbed the handle of the 
door. The two cops, startled, 
pushed her back gently but 
firmly. 

“Y o u don’t understand,” 
Betty said breathlessly. “I 
should have known... Tim 
was being chased when he 
came in here. He found the 
only safe place. Now the oth- 
er two are being chased. 



They’ve found it too — the 
only safe place. And Tim’s 
still there?” 

She struggled with them. 
Unsure whether to keep her 
where she was or take her to 
Wayman, and reluctant to 
handle her roughly, they let 
her get out of the car. Imme- 
diately she dashed into the 
park, with the two cops close 
behind her. 

Betty knew exactly where 
to go. 

The keen identification that 
came with real danger had 
brought her a flash of the 
true situation, like the one 
she’d had when Tim had been 
surrounded by revellers with 
a cold, sober assassin among 
them. 

Tim had had his back to the 
wall when he came into the 
park. He couldn’t go any fur- 
ther. He’d had to hide. He'd 
been hiding ever since, and 
the Circle had known it, 
which was why they’d been so 
determined to stay in the park 
they’d -I’-i^rn'selves to 

be trapped f' 

Now, trapped, they were in 
much the same position as 
Tim had been. And like him, 
they found the same answer. 

Betty flew across the park, 
under trees, across a stream, 
her dress trailing behind her. 
Far off Wayman saw her and 
hurried toward her with a 
dozen men. The two cops with 
her could have stopped her, 
but kept just behind her. 

She reached the pool. None 
of the cops had been there. 
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None would have been there, 
but for Betty, until it was too 
late. 

There were two small lakes 
separated by a sort of dam 
with a promenade along the 
top. In. the middle of the near- 
er lake, making for the prom- 
enade, were two swimmers. 

“Shoot them!" Betty ex- 
claimed. “Or they’ll get Tim. 
They're armed, he’s not.” 

“But there's no sign — ’’ one 
of the cops said blankly. 

Betty tried to seize his gun. 
He held her off, looking at his 
colleague, wondering what to 
do. 

Betty looked round desper- 
ately. It would be a couple of 
minutes before Wayman ar- 
rived. The two cops with her 
were reluctant to do anything 
in the absence of orders. And 
the heads of the two swim- 
mers, one dark and short- 
haired, one blonde and flow- 
ing, were very close to the 
dam. 

Betty turned, dropped off 
her heavy coat, and dived into 
the pool. 

It was futile, but it was the 
only thing she could do. The 
two swimmers beard the 
splash and turned their heads. 
But they must have known be- 
fore that that pursuit was 
close. All they could hope to 
do now was get Tim before 
Wa yman got them. 

The woman half turned as 
if to swim toward Betty. 

His mind made up for him, 
the susceptible cop fired. He 
may have meant to fire a 



warning shot. If so, bis aim 
was out. The woman reared 
clear to the waist out of the 
water and slid back. When she 
came to the surface again she 
floated head down. 

Meantime the man had 
dived and disappeared. Betty 
wasn’t halfway to the dam. 
She carried on doggedly. 

Suddenly a movement made 
her look up. Tim was on the 
promenade waving her back. 
She stopped and trod water, 
startled. 

The last remaining Circle 
member, frustrated in his at- 
tempt to get Tim, was coming 
back. He was obviously a 
strong swimmer. Betty turned 
in sudden panic. 

For the first time she felt 
danger which was real, which 
was immediate, which was 
danger to herself. It wasn’t 
second-hand fear she experi- 
enced this time. She thrashed 
wildly back the way she bad 
come. The empath’s gun 
would probably be useless in 
the water, but he would have 
a knife too, and only one 
thought — to kill before he was 
killed. 

He nearly made it. The sus- 
ceptible cop, his susceptibility 
a handicap this time, missed 
twice and the Circle agent, 
caught Betty by the arm. The 
cop was then scared to shoot 
in case he hit Betty. 

Fortunately W ayman 
wasn’t. He arrived just then 
and fired one shot. The grip 
on Betty’s arm tightened, 
then relaxed. The man beside 
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her slipped below the surface. 



Tim and Betty were rushed 
back to the cars. Though 
Betty was shivering under 
three borrowed police coats, 
she was in far better case than 
Tim, who had been in the wa- 
ter for a long time. 

"I found that place because 
I had to,” he told Wayman, 
his teeth chattering, “and 
stayed there because I had to. 
Beneath the promenade 
there’s a place where water 
can flow between the two 
lakes. There's two feet of air 
above the W'ater level. It's a 
perfect hiding-place because 
hardly anyone knows it exists, 
nothing’s visible and there’s 
no sign from the promenade 
of any movement of water be- 
tween the lakes." 

“Then how did you find 
it?” Wayman asked. 

Tim shrugged, trying to 
grin. "Because I had to, I told 
you. Of course the Circle 

threesome couldn’t find it. 
Not until they were in as 

tough a spot as I'd been. Then 
they knew, just as I’d done, 
that they had to swim and 

dive and stay where they 

found themselves... But 
Betty, you needn't have wor- 
ried so much. Naturally when 
they were coming, I knew.” 
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Betty grasped his hand and 
pressed it. 

“And that’s really the end 
of the Circle?” Wayman said. 

"Here, anyway. I think 
we’ll be able to handle any- 
thing else that comes along — 
empaths plus authority ought 
to be able to beat empaths 
alone.” 

He sneezed. 

Betty pushed him into one 
of the cars and followed him 
in. 

“I love you,” she said, ig- 
noring Wayman and the other 
cops. 

"I know,” Tim said, and 
sneezed again. "We can hard- 
ly help it. If we’ve got any 
feeling for each other it 
bounces back and forth be- 
tween us and keeps getting 
bigger. Give me about two 
weeks and I’ll love you too.” 

Still ignoring W a y m a n, 
Betty kissed him again. Tim 
sneezed. 

"A week,” he said. “Three 
days.” 

Betty put her arms round 
him and kissed him properly. 
Tim started to sneeze, real- 
ized he didn’t need to. 

"I love you too,” he said. 
And for a change, he kissed 



Betty. 





by . . . DOROTHY 
SALISBURY DAVIS 



She didn’t believe in super- 
stitions, but she thought it 
wiser they put it away where 
no one would find it.... 



THESE were the moments 
when it felt good to be a 
farmer, Jeb thought. From 
where he stood at the pump 
he could see the clean straight 
rows of young corn, unbroken 
in any direction he looked. A 
day’s work. 

He had cleared the field of 
thistle and he felt as though 
he had driven out a thousand 
devils. 

The cat was watching him 
from the back porch while he 
filled the tub and lathered 
himself with soap. She 
smoothed the fur on her 
breast. “Stepping out tonight, 
Cindy?” Jeb said. His own 
mind was filled with 
thoughts of Ellen and the mu- 
sic shop, and their evening 
together after the shop was 
closed. He whipped a hand- 
ful of suds to the ground 
and the cat leaped into it. 
She bristled with diappoint- 
ment and stifflegged it back 
to the porch. 

“That was a dirty trick, 
Cindy. I’ll give you the real 
stuff in a minute.” 

“She’s had her milk,” his 
father said from the door- 
way. “Supper’s on the table 
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and there’s company wait- 
ing.” 

“I’ll be right in. How does 
the corn look. Dad?” 

The old man looked down 
at the field. “It’ll be choked 
again in a week,” he said, 
turning back into the house. 

Jeb emptied the tub and 
hung it up. He wondered if, 
twenty years from then, he 
would be like his father. He 
was the sixth generation of 
Sayers farming this stubborn 
New England soil, and he was 
still washing at an outdoor 
pump. No, he decided, he 
would not be like his father. 
The old man fought every 
improvement he tried to put 
into the place. He still dis- 
trusted electricity. Every time 
there was a thunder storm, 
the switch had to be thrown 
off before he would stay in- 
doors. And he was not much 
worse than the majority of 
people in Tinton. Jeb tickled 
the cat’s ear as he went up 
the steps. “It’s a hell of a 
life, Cinderella. But we’ll 
bring them round yet.” 

The company was Nathan 
Wilkinson, town moderator, 
deacon of the church, and 
publisher of the oldest week- 
ly in the state. “I won’t keep 
you from your supper,” he 
said, shaking hands. “I’ve 
come to tell you I'm putting 
you up for elder in Tinton 
Church, Jeb.” 

“Oh,” said Jeb, looking 
from Mr. Wilkinson who was 
examining the backs of his 
hands. 



“It’s a great honor, my 
boy,” the deacon continued. 
"There’s no more than half a 
dozen men received it at 
your age in the whole history 
of Tinton. Your father should 
be mightily pleased.” 

“Oh, aye,” his father said 
without looking up. 

Jeb moistened his lips be- 
fore speaking. “I feel I must 
decline the honor, Mr. Wilk- 
inson. . . Will you have a 
bite with us?” 

“I will not, thank you. May 
I ask your reason for declin- 
ing? If you’re afraid the 
board won’t confirm it, in all 
humility, I can say my word 
is . . . ” 

Before he had selected the 
delicate word to complete his 
thought, Jeb said: “If it’s not 
impertinent, sir, I’d rather 
know your reason for nomin- 
ating me.” 

“It is impertinent, Jeb. 
Most impertinent.” 

“There’s always been a 
Sayers on the church board, 
Jeb,” his father murmured un- 
easily. 

"Nominated for good and 
true service,” Jeb said, “and 
upright citizenry. Would you 
credit me with those virtues, 
Mr. Wilkinson?” 

“I think you’re capable of 
them, Jeb — when you’re 
through sowing your wild 
oats.” 

“I think I was done with 
them when I draped the par- 
ish chains across the vicars’ 
tombstone. That’s a long time 
r-go, sir.” 
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“But you’re still proud of 
it, aren’t you, Jeb?” 

“Not exactly. It was a stup- 
id thing to do. But I’m not 
ashamed of the reason I did 
it. It’s a long past time that 
Tinton outgrew its chains.” 

“The chains are nothing 
but a symbol, Jeb,” Wilkin- 
son said with paternal pat- 
ience. “They’re a symbol of 
sin and the bondage into 
which it sells a man. But X 
did not come to discuss either 
with you. Think over the 
honor I’m offering you. Give 
me your answer at services 
tomorrow. Good night, Mar- 
tin.” He nodded to Jeb’s fa- 
ther and went out the back 
door. 

“The meat’s as hard as 
leather,” the old man said, 
putting a portion on each of 
their plates. 

“No harder than Wilkin- 
son,” said Jeb. 

His father had nothing to 
say during the meal, but his 
face was tightened with pain. 
Finally Jeb could stand it no 
longer. 

“Don’t you see what he’s 
trying to do, Dad? He wants 
me to get into line, into his 
line, and he figures if I'm 
an elder. I’ll have to do it. 
I’m working for what I think 
is right for Tinton. There’s 
nothing wrong in that. It 
used to be wrong to dance. 
Now there’s even church dan- 
ces, I want a town where peo- 
ple sneak through their board 
members, instead of being 
spoken to or for.” 



His father shook his head. 
“I know nothing of politics, 
Jeb, and I want to know 
less.” 

“Damn it. Dad, you need to 
know more. We all do.” 

“You’ll not swear in this 
house, boy.” 

Jeb got up from the table. 
“Then I'll swear out of it,” 
he said, “if that’s swearing.” 

He went to his room and 
changed his clothes. It was 
the only place in the house 
where he felt at home, there 
and in the fields and woods. 
At times he thought that it 
would be better for him to 
leave Tinton. For five years 
he had put every spare mom- 
ent into the town and the 
church. He had organized 
study groups and bought the 
books with his own money, 
money he should have laid 
away for the time Ellen 
would marry him. Despairing 
of bringing Tinton into the 
world, he tried to bring the 
world into Tinton. There was 
not even a highschool in the 
town. Those who wanted it 
e n o u g h traveled eighteen 
miles morning and night. 

“It’s the chains,” he said 
aloud, “the damned blasted 
chains.” 

There was a legend about 
the town that in the early 
days it had been a wicked 
place, so wicked that once 
the church elders had gone 
among the citizens in chains 
lest one of them fall into 
temptation. Thus bound to- 
gether they had surrounded 
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the maker of evil and cap- 
tured him. Jeb could almost 
see them, so obsessed had he 
become with the story. He 
wondered what the poor dev- 
il had done. The chroniclers 
had left that out. Convenient- 
ly, he thought. But the chains 
still lay in the church belfry, 
and whenever a preacher was 
hard put for a subject, he was 
likely to stumble over the 
chains that day. It was after 
one such sermon, that Jeb, at 
eighteen, had hauled the 
chains to the cemetery and 
strung them over the tomb- 
stones of the vicars buried 
there in the seventeenth cen- 
tury. 

Downstairs, he stopped at 
the kitchen door. He father 
was still sitting there, in the 
semi-darkness now. "Til be 
home late,” he said gently. 
“I’m sorry if I disappoint 
you. Dad. But I’m trying to 
do what I think right.” 

The old man looked up at 
him. For all his stubborn 
blindness, he knew how hard 
it was for Jeb to stay some- 
times. His gratitude was in 
his eyes. "I’m glad to hear 
you say that, Jeb. Whenever 
you want to reform some- 
thing, you do it from the in- 
side if you’re honest. It isn’t 
the easiest way, ever. The 
easiest way is starting some- 
thing new. But first you’ve 
got to try and fix up what 
you’ve got. If you’re honest, 
that is. And I don’t know a 
more honest person than you, 
Jeb.” 



“Thanks, Dad. I’ll try.” 

He decided to walk the two 
miles to Tinton. When he 
reached the main road the 
sun had already set and a 
heavy blue mist hung close 
to the ground, reminding him 
of the thistle he had hoed 
that day. In a way, it was the 
same with all his work. This- 
tle was quicker than corn. 
But he could not abandon it 
any more than he could aban- 
don Tinton itself. He tried to 
buoy his spirits with the 
thought of Ellen. But she, 
too, was part of Tinton. For 
all that she admitted her 
love of him, she had not con- 
sented to marriage. It was as 
though she were in some sort 
of bondage. 

The full moon was rising. 
It would be overhead by his 
return. Far below him he 
could see the lights going on 
in the town, and he could 
see the smoke of the seven- 
fifty train. The mist lay like 
a long sheet over a hollow 
that ended at Hank’s woods. 
He could hear a car grinding 
to a start somewhere, and 
the long whistle of the train. 
He watched it come into 
view between the hills and 
then vanish again. When it's 
sound was gone, there was 
only the burble of frogs. 

The usual Saturday night 
crowd had congregated along 
the main street, the men 
half-sitting on car fenders, 
waiting for their wives to 
finish shopping or the kids 
to get out of an early show. 
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Jeb knew them all. He waved 
and said a word here and 
there. Outside Robbins’ mu- 
sic store he stopped at the 
window. Fie had not seen 
Ellen for a week. She was 
showing a man and his two 
sons all the harmonicas in the 
place. As he watched her, 
Jeb’s quarrel with Tinton 
fell away. There seemed to 
be an aura of goodness and 
happiness about her. A wisp 
of hair had strayed out of 
her braid. She kept brushing 
it away as she might a fly 
while she talked. By the time 
she noticed him, Jeb was 
pantomining a hot harmonica 
player. Her eyes laughed at 
him. He went in, but Ellen 
did not leave her customers, 
not even for a moment to say 
a word to him. He was being 
over-sensitive, he told him- 
self — hot and cold, like a lcid 
with puppy love. He forced 
himself to watch her until she 
looked at him again. He 
winked. She came to him 
then. 

“Silly Jeb. Where were 
you all evening?’’ 

“Examining my conscience. 
Thinking of you.” 

“In that order?” 

He nodded. “I still don’t 
understand why you won’t 
marry me.” 

“Sometimes I don’t either,” 
she said. There was a blast of 
sound from the counter. 
“Please boys, not unless you 
want to buy that one. . She 
turned back to him. “Jeb, will 
you do me a favor? Mrs. Rob- 



bins bought some more relics. 
They’re in back. Would you 
dust them and put them in 
the case for me?” 

As he walked to the rear 
of the store, he noticed other 
customers in the record 
booths. Ballet music and 
blues blended into each oth- 
er as he passed. He was proud 
of the store. It was largely 
his idea. For years, Mrs. Rob- 
bins kept it as a curiosity 
shop to attract the tourists 
who came to Tinton because 
it was so “quaint” The relics, 
he found, were a mandolin 
without strings, a fife, and an 
ancient horn. All of them 
were clogged with dust, and 
the horn was tarnished black. 
He rummaged through a cup- 
board and found rags and sil- 
ver polish. He was depressed 
again. Ellen was casual, and 
he had needed something 
strong, something warm. She 
came to the back room a few 
minutes later. 

“I’ll close up soon. How are 
you coming, Jeb?” 

“Almost done. Where’d she 
get theBe things?” he asked, 
but not really caring. 

“The Rutherford place. I’m 
afraid Miss Hannah is hard 
up. That fife’s supposed to 
have been used in the Revo- 
lution.” 

“It looks it,” he said. 

“You’re an angel, Jeb.” She 
brushed his cheek with her 
lips as she left him to return 
to her customers. And for 
some reason that hurt him 
even more than her indiffer- 
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ence. “Be a good boy,” eve- 
ryone seemed to say. He had 
to shake off this pettiness. 
He returned to work and 
tried to distract himself by 
thinking of the Rutherford 
place. It was the oldest house 
in Tinton. In fact, it had all 
but survived the family, for 
in his time there was only 
Hannah left. She was older 
than his father and unmar- 
ried. Perhaps when all the 
old families died out Tinton 
would change. He, himself, 
was the last of six generations 
in the town, and still not mar- 
ried at twenty-seven. There 
might be a reason beyond 
random for that. Sure!}' 
something more than fancy 
held him waiting for Ellen 
all these years, and her from 
marrying him. He felt now 
that they would never mar- 
ry. 

The blackened horn was 
taking color in his hands, a 
deep gold that glowed like a 
core of fire. Indeed, it seemed 
very warm to his touch as 
though it were a thing he 
was tc-mporing instead of 
cleaning. It was a simple 
instrument, not quite as long 
as his arm, and wonderfullj' 
fragile-looking. He pushed 
the rag gently through the 
bell end, and taking a coat- 
banger and bending it, he 
worked the cloth up to the 
mouth, cleaning away, per- 
haps, the dust of centuries. 
When he had finished he 
spread a cloth on the table 
and laid the horn on it. Its 



simple beauty enchanted him. 
He was impelled to touch it, 
to run his fingers over its 
warm smoothness, around the 
notches which must have 
guided its tonal range. While 
lie carried the fife and man- 
dolin to the front of the 
store and made room in the 
case for them he felt an ur- 
gency to return to the horn. 

“I’ll be a few minutes 
more, Jeb,” Ellen said. 

He scarcely heard her. As 
he leaned down to lift the 
backboard of the case, he 
imagined he saw the horn 
glowing in the semi-darkness. 
He could close his eyes and 
see it, as one sees the sun 
long after having looked at 
it. Beside it again, he lost all 
sense of time and place, even 
of Ellen. He picked it up 
tenderly, with the feeling 
coming over him that he could 
take from it the music of 
heaven and earth, the stars, 
the sea, the grass, the birds, 
yesterday, tomorrow. 

He moistened his lips and 
put them to the mouth of the 
horn. Against his lips the 
pressure was sweet and nat- 
ural, as a kies might be, and 
all the while the golden beau- 
ty of it enthralled him. He 
held it loosely for fear of in- 
juring it, and then finally, 
like an impatient lover, he 
breathed into it his wish to 
give it life. The sound was no 
more than a whispered moan, 
the wind perhaps on a hushed 
night. But he could hear it 
still when he took the horn 
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from his lips. Time being 
nothing to him, Ellen was be- 
side him instantly. 

“What are you doing, Jeb? 
That sound would raise the 
dead.” 

He showed her the horn 
but she saw nothing wondrous 
about it. 

“You look flushed, Jeb. Do 
you feel well?” 

“I’m all right,” he said, 
running his fingers protec- 
tively over the horn. He was 
glad she had not commented 
on it, even on its beauty. 

“If you must play that 
thing, please take it outside. 
I should be through soon, I 
think it’s very inconsiderate 
of Mrs. Wells to buy records 
at this hour. She has all week 
. . . Really, Jeb. You don't 
look well.” 

He turned from her, the 
color driven higher in his 
face with anger at her words, 
“that thing”. “I’m all right, 
I tell you.” 

“All right, Jeb. I must go 
back,” she said quietly. “I’m 
near the end of my patience 
too.” 

He waited until he was sure 
that she had left the room 
before he moved. Then he un- 
bolted the back door and 
went out, carrying the horn 
beneath his coat. 

The closing of the door be- 
hind him released Jeb from 
every tie that had ever held 
him. In the moment or two 
that he stood in the shadows 
of the building, he seemed to 
see the climaxes o£ his life 



turning like reflections in the 
facets of a diamond, and then 
the reflections were gone, 
and only the crystal deepness 
of the unmarked facets 
passed before him, filling 
him with the urge to touch 
each one with his personal- 
ity, his power. The sweet, 
buoyant air seemed part of 
him. He felt that he could 
bring a blessed warmth to 
wastelands, a coolness to the 
desert. . . this by nothing more 
than impulse. And all the 
while, the horn was warm 
next to his breast and becom- 
ing more and more a part of 
him. 

He drew it out and looked 
at it, a thin line of fire in 
the darkness. He lifted it to 
his lips and once more 
breathed into it. The sound 
now was like a lonesome bird 
call. He paused and heard a 
rustle, as of animals stirring 
in the night. Again he touched 
the horn to his lips, this time 
covering a notch with his 
finger, changing the pitch. 
Presently he alternated the 
two notes. When he stopped 
to listen, the sound of rust- 
ling heightened. For a mom- 
ent he thought the sea had 
climbed beyond its walls and 
driven in upon the town. He 
moved away from the build- 
ing and the rustling followed 
him. As he went he heard his 
name called out into the night 
at first behind him, and then 
to the left of him, and then 
to the right, starting as a 
familiar voice, and growing 
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with each repetition more 
strange, more distant. He 
walked through the side 
streets stealthily, with cat- 
like swiftness, and the rust- 
ling followed him, heighten- 
ing all the while, and seem- 
ing at times to sweep above 
and past him. He could even 
feel it wafting about him the 
way the wind might, although 
not as leaf was stirring among 
the trees he passed. 

At the edge of town he 
paused and sounded the gold- 
en horn more boldly, swell- 
ing the tones until they were 
true and strong. He played 
his fingers down the tonal 
openings, exciting a soft, 
rich trill of music. The rust- 
ling intensified. He was in 
the center of a whirlwind. He 
pushed through it, fashion- 
ing the rhythm of the music 
to the step he took along the 
xoad. Presently he was half- 
stepping, half-skipping, and 
the rustling took on his rhy- 
thm. Somewhere ahead of him 
two round lights came out of 
the darkness like two strange 
moons traveling side by side. 
Almost upon him, they 
turned with fierce abruptness 
and were gone. He took the 
horn from his lips. The light 
of the true moon was every- 
where, and among the rust- 
ling sounds came the burble 
of the frogs, the frenzied 
scolding of birds disturbed in 
their nests, and the chatter of 
scurrying animals. Jeb 
laughed aloud, and the hills 
picked up his laughter, and 



swung it back into the fury 
of sounds about him. Again 
he played. He did not pause 
until he came to the edge of 
Hank's woods. There the fog 
still lay like spun linen and 
he felt that he might bounce 
upon it as a child bounces 
on a bed. It was a passing 
fancy, but it drew him from 
the road along the edge of 
the woods, where, as he went 
the birds awakened and fol- 
lowed him, joining their song 
with his. He sat down on a 
stump and rested. The birds 
carried along the melody, a 
translucent sort of music : 
little bells, reeds, the long 
thin tremelo of hair-like 
strings. In his hand the horn 
was vivid gold, giving a light 
that was reflected in the eyes 
of the little forest animals 
watching him. He realized 
the rustling sound was gone. 
He laid the horn across his 
lap and put his hand upon it, 
its velvety warmth answering 
his tenderness. His breathing 
quickened and the smell of 
earth came to him and a mus- 
tiness that was almost sweat- 
like. The rustling sounds 
were returning, at first quiet- 
ly on one side of him, and 
then surrounding him. , He 
stood up and climbed onto 
the stump to breathe aboye 
the stifling air near the 
ground. The rustling swept 
away in front of him toward 
the meadow. The horn in his 
hand seemed to quicken to 
the movement of his fingers 
on it, and he drew his other 
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hand affectionately about it 
as though he were alone for 
a moment with his beloved, 
suffering an exquisite antici- 
pation. 

The music when he once 
more tilted the horn into the 
night had a quiet sadness 
that soon grew into melan- 
choly. It was a lament that 
might have been winded over 
the last fires of a dead hero’s 
camp. The birds grew still. In 
the meadow the fog seemed 
to break, wisping upward in 
a hundred little pyramids, 
the slow movement of them 
suggesting prayer or mourn- 
ing, and in the midst of them 
a larger core of whiteness 
writhed and vibrated. The 
shadows deepened as the 
moon passed further over the 
forest. Jeb played on, the mel- 
ancholy in him growing deep- 
er. Then the first fears of 
parting with the horn came 
to him when he saw a search- 
light sweep the sk}' and was 
reminded of the dawn. His 
heart cried out against it, and 
his whole body shivered with 
the motion of the core of 
whiteness in the field. But, 
as becomes a lover -who is 
still with his beloved, how- 
ever immanent departure, he 
was moved to gayety. 

The music changed, his 
fingers flying over the pitch- 
keys, provoking laughter in 
the throat of the horn. To 
this the birds responded, and 
soon the whole forest was 
merry. Even the frogs quick- 
ened their tympany. In the 



field the pyramids of mist 
were disolving and gradually 
shaping into white swirls, 
churning, as if whirled about 
by many dancers. Inside him- 
self, Jeb felt the growing of 
some struggle. It was his 
adolescence again, or more 
than that, it was a lifetime of 
adolescence, urging a defini- 
tion or a freedom — a merging 
with the music. The field 
was vibrant. His mouth was 
burning with the heat of the 
horn against it, his whole 
body on fire with the wild 
white heat. 

A sudden stillness came 
upon the creatures of the 
forest. Jeb was aware of it 
although he played on, feel- 
ing the climax of his music 
almost upon him, and feeling 
as he played that he must be 
stronger than some force that 
would try to stop him. What- 
ever was happening in the 
field was happening to him, 
and there was a logic to it, 
in the ways of his logic that 
night. There was a presence 
there, and it was a part of 
him and his beloved horn. 
The birds flew out of the 
trees and about him, almost 
touching him with their 
wings, and still he played. 
There was a stirring some- 
where behind him, as of the 
wind starting up suddenly 
among the leaves, and then 
came a rattle. It grew louder 
until he recognized it. The 
sound, was the clanging of 
chains. 

For a moment he stopped, 
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but the horn clung to his lips, 
and while he listened to the 
clanging, almost upon him 
now, the horn grew cold to 
his touch, but clung still to 
his lips now like frosty metal 
in the winter. A terrible fear 
came on him. The birds were 
gone, and no small curious 
eyes stared up at him. In the 
field, the mist had taken the 
shapes of a hundred sheep 
tumbling out of the meadow, 
moving away from him fast- 
er and faster. Watching them 
go, he felt a great surge of 
anger that drove the clanging 
noise from his ears. He stiff- 
ened every muscle in his 
body and forced himself to 
the greatest height he could 
reach. He strained his head 
upward and tightened his 
grip on the horn until it was 
cutting into his flesh. Then, 
poising the dying instrument 
high above him, he poured 
the full breath of his lungs 
into it, and through it — a 
great long cry that tore 
through the night like the 
anguish of the betrayed. 

As he sounded the horn a 
second time he turned and 
emptied its last fierce tones 
into the woods, into the face 
of whatever evil crept upon 
him there. The chains were 
silent. His arms fell to his 
sides, and he heard a tink- 
ling sound as the horn fell 
from his hand upon the 
stum\N The swishing noise 
tame *fion him again, and he 
thought, somehow of taffeta 
and buckskin trousers. With 



it came the musty smell of 
sweat and earth again. Some- 
thing brushed him to the 
ground. His legs were too 
weak to hold him. He fell 
forward on his face, the 
ground sweet and steady be- 
neath him. He rolled over, 
and for a moment saw the 
mists sweep into the woods 
above him. Then he slept. 

When Jeb awoke the glis- 
ten of dawn was all about him. 
He knew where he was pres- 
ently, but it seemed that he 
had come there a long time 
before. There was a lightness 
in his head as though he were 
coming out of ether. From 
somewhere near him he 
heard the plaintive lowing of 
a cow. He stood up and lis- 
tened for the lowing again, 
and then followed it through 
the long, wet grass. “C’boss, 
c’boss,” he called softly. The 
forlorn answer came to him, 
and after it, the weak bleat- 
ing of a newborn calf. He 
found them in the shelter of 
a grove of trees that separated 
his land from Hank Trillings, 
the cow licking her baby and 
trying to nudge it closer to 
the warmth of her body. Jeb 
took off his coat and wrapped 
it around the calf. He picked 
it up and carried it home, its 
weary mother following after 
them. 

In the barn he scattered 
fresh straw and threw a blan- 
ket over the cow. He prepared 
a hot mash which he was 

feeding her when his father 
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came in. The oW n»n watched 
a few moments without speak- 
ing. The calf had found it* 
mother’s milk. 

"Came early, didn't she?" 
the old man said. 

"Some." 

"Where’d you find her?” 

"Near Hank’s woods " Jeb 
said. 

His father was thoughtful 
for a moment. "I wonder if 
something could have fright- 
ened her?” 

"Maybe," Jeb said. 

"You ought to have changed 
your clothes before you went 
out to look for her, Jeb." He 
said no more and was gone 
about his chores when Jeb 
looked up. 

The two men arrived early 
for church services that 
morning as was their custom. 
Jeb was weary, but he felt a 
contentment that he had not 
known before. The night was 
no more than a dream to him, 
and Ellen was waiting at the 
church gate, as lovely as the 
spring itself. He got out of 
the truck and let his father 
park it. 

"Are you all right, Jeb?” 
she asked, reaching out her 
hand to him. 

"Yes." 

She clung to his hand a 
moment "Will you ask me 
again now to marry you?" 

"I will, and I do ask you, 
Ellen. Will you marry me?” 

"Yes, Jeb. Last night when 
you left me, and when I called 
and you didn’t answer, I 
thought that I had lost you, 



and I knew then that if I 
had, I had lost my life." 

He smiled at her and tight- 
ened her hand between his 
arm and his side, but be 
didn’t speak. Near them a 
group of townsmen were talk- 
ing. 

"...I tell you as sure as 
I’m standing here,” one of 
them said, “there was a tor- 
nado last night. I saw the spi- 
ral on the road when I was 
going in town. I pulled off 
the road just ahead of it and 
the motor died. I jumped out 
of the car and lay in the 
ditch, and I heard the wind 
in it screeching and howling.” 

"You dreamt it,” some- 
body said. “You didn’t hear 
of any damage this morning, 
did you?” 

Ellen’s hand was pressing 
into Jeb’s arm as they lis- 
tened. 

Hank Trilling took off bis 
hat and scratched his head. 
"Well, there was something 
queer going on last night. 
The dog kept barking, and 
I’d go to the door and listen. 
The birds were singing all 
night long." 

Nathan Wilkinson was 
standing among them. He no- 
ticed Jeb and excused him- 
self. "Jeb,” he started, hav- 
ing tipped his hat to Ellen, 
"I’m afraid I was premature 
in my proposition to you last 
night. There’s a peculiar re- 
volt in the Board of Elders. 
I’d find it a bit awkward if 
they refused to confirm . . 
Well, you Bee my position.?" 
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“Yes, sir,” Jeb said. “I ap- 
preciate your confidence in 
me anyway.” Then he 3’. added 
with the same blandness: 
“Perhaps when I’ve proven 
myself worthy of the honor, 
you will propose me?” 

“Of course, my boy. Of 
course I shall.” He swept his 
hat off to Ellen. 

Jeb and Ellen walked on 
toward the church. Among 
the women on the steps was 
old Hannah Rutherford. She 
caught Ellen by the arm and 
led her and Jeb apart. “Those 
things I gave Mrs. Robbins, 
Ellen, was there a horn among 
them?” 

“Yes,” Ellen said, the word 
scarcely getting out of her 
throat. 

“I don’t believe in supersti- 
tions, Ellen, but I think she 
ought to put that away where 
no one could try to play it.” 

“Why?” Jeb asked. “Why 
should no one play it. Miss 
Hannah?” 

The old woman looked up 
at him. “Particularly you, 
young man. I remember your 
escapade with the chains. As 



I say, I put no store by it, 
but my grandfather found me 
with it in my hands once and 
he told me that a young man 
had brought it to the village 
in his grandfather’s time 
when music wasn’t allowed. 
They caught him playing the 
devil’s tune on it, with the 
whole of Tinton dancing like 
the damned. He was executed 
as a witch, and he cursed 
them horribly. He wished 
them no rest until the chains 
were gone from Tinton. It’s 
an old wives’ tale, but I’d put 
the horn away just the same.” 

“Ellen, wait here for me,” 
Jeb whispered. 

He went into the church 
and up through the choir 
loft. He pulled the ladder 
from under the dusty pews 
stored there and tilted it to 
the trap door of the belfry. 
There was nothing but the 
church bell, which began to 
toll the service then. The 
floor was thick with dust ex- 
cept where lately something 
had been moved from it. But 
there were no footprints, and 
the chains were gone. 
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Even in Fantasy there had to 
foe a beginning premise which 
would foe at least partially 
based on a definite fact. 



“ANYHOW, here’s the 
idea,” said the Writer. 

“Uh huh.” The Editor 
popped two unsalted peanuts 
into his fat little mouth and 
perched his round bottom on 
the corner of the desk. 

“It starts right here in 
New York City, back in the 
Spring of 1957. The place is 
Central Park at 79th Street, 
by the Metropolitan Museum 
of Art. You know?” 

“I live at 84th and Madi- 
son,” said the Editor. He 
closed his eyes. Listening 
was the only thing that came 
easy all day. 

“At that time,” the Writer 
continued, “there were only 
a few thousand squirrels in 
the park, maybe 30,000. Peo- 
ple fed them nuts and pieces 
of bread.” 

The Editor opened his 
eyes and looked stunned. The 
Writer went on. 

“Anyhow one of the people 
who fed the squirrels over on 
79th Street was an old man 
named Henry. He was retired 
on a good-sized pension and 
he didn’t have a family any 
more. So most of the time he 
stayed in the park and 
watched the squirrels and 
fed them bread crumbs. 



Ted Levine has taken time from considerably different labors to consider 
the interesting question of why people — and others — behave as they 
do. This all happens in a not too distant future, in a New York differ- 
ent from the city you perhaps know or have certainly read about. 
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“There was only one ques- 
tion that began to bother 
Henry : 

“Why didn’t the squirrels 
ever leave the park 
■ “He thought about it a 
long time. After all, there 
wasn’t any wall or fence at 
82nd Street. The green of the 
park just ended, and the 
sidewalk on Fifth Avenue 
began. The squirrels could 
have walked right out, but 
they didn’t. 

“At first he thought it was 
the traffic. Maybe the people 
and the cars on Fifth Avenue 
frightened the squirrels. So 
one night he came into the 
park at around 3:00 in the 
morning. It was quiet. The 
cars had stopped moving, and 
there weren’t any people in 
sight. But the squirrels still 
stayed in the park. He could 
hear them climbing the trees 
right on the edge of the 
park, but not one of them 
climbed the trees on Fifth 
Avenue. Why? It bothered 
Henry.’’ 

Without looking down, the 
Editor scratched something 
on the back of an envelope. 

“Well, the next day Henry 
tried an experiment. In the 
afternoon he bought himself 
a loaf of bread, cut it up and 
put the pieces in a paper bag. 
Then in the very early morn- 
ing he was back in the park. 
It was the middle of May, 
and there was almost a full 
moon. He sat down on a 
bench and threw a couple of 



handfuls of bread crumbs in 
front of him. About half a 
dozen squirrels appeared in 
the moonlight and ate the 
crumbs. So far so good.” 

“Next he threw some 
pieces of bread on the side- 
walk of Fifth Avenue right 
next to the park. This time 
the squirrels didn’t do any- 
thing. They looked at the 
bread crumbs, and they 
looked at the bag, and they 
looked longingly at Henry, 
but they didn’t move. 

“These squirrels have got 
to be conditioned, Henry 
said to himself. This is go- 
ing to be a big job.” 

The Editor started to say 
something, but the Writer 
cut him off. “Wait a second,” 
he said. "I’m getting to the 
good part.” 

“Well, Henry was a mighty 
persistent man and an intelli- 
gent one too. He didn’t come 
to the park every night, but 
he did come three and four 
times a week. And by the end 
of May he had two squirrels, 
a big brown one and a small- 
er grey one, eating bits of 
bread right off the pavement. 

“He really worked at it. He 
got to know the beats of the 
policemen and to avoid them. 
He found that a mixture of 
bread crumbs and mixed nuts 
was better than crumbs alone. 

“Gradually, gradually, grad- 
ually he began to coax the 
squirrels across Fifth Aven- 
ue, laying for them a path of 
crumbs and nuts. 
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“By the second week in 
June he had done it. Three 
squirrels, eating as they 
went, crossed onto the oppo- 
site curb, whirled around and 
darted back into the park. 

“After that, somehow it got 
easier. By the end of June 
six squirrels had crossed both 
Fifth and Madison Avenues, 
following a path of food be- 
fore running back to the 
park. 

“Then, some time around 
the middle of July, a funny 
thing happened. Henry start- 
ed out with about twenty 
squirrels, but by the time he 
reached Third Avenu e — 
across Fifth, Madison, Park 
and Lexington — there were 
only a half dozen left. It 
seemed that the rest had be- 
come lost in the dark. 

“Well, just about two days 
after that, a little feature 
story appeared in one of the 
New York tabloids. A grocer 
over on 79th Street reached 
up with one of those long 
poles for a can of beans and 
picked up a full grown squir- 
rel instead. 

“The squirrels, although in 
a minor way, figured in the 
New York mayoralty cam- 
paign of 1957. Among many 
other short-comings, it was 
pointed out, the party in 
power had done nothing 
about the ‘ever-growing pres- 
ence of these furry creatures 
which are fast becoming a 
major league public nui- 
sance.” 



, “For their part, the squir- 
rels were conditioning them- 
selves far more rapidly than 
even Henry had imagined 
possible. For over half a cen- 
tury in Central Park they 
had been observing people 
and storing the knowledge in 
their fertile little minds the 
way they did acorns in the 
winter. They still liked nuts 
and bread crumbs, but now 
they learned there were in- 
numerable other delicacies, 
like candy and meatballs and 
seedless grapes that could be 
found in supermarkets and 
open refrigerators. They be- 
gan to like the feel of solas 
and the idea of air-condition- 
ing in the summer. 

“By the spring of 1958, the 
squirrels were literally eve- 
rywhere — riding the eleva- 
tors, sitting in the backs of 
automobiles, crouching under 
and on top of office desks, 
in the subways, movie thea- 
ters and bookshops. And all 
the time. . .multiplying. 

“In fact the only place they 
weren’t was in Central Park. 
And pretty soon people from 
all over the city found their 
way into the park for a bit 
of peace and quiet. Asa mat- 
ter of fact, whole families be- 
gan to move there for good. 

“Well, anyway, that's the 
general idea,” the Writer 
said abruptly. 

The Editor looked at him. 
“I don’t know,” he said. "I 
don’t think so.” 

“Why not?” 
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The Editor started to pace 
back and forth in front of the 
desk. “Imagination, yes, but 
basic believability and coher- 
ence of explanation, no. Even 
in fantasy, even in science- 
fiction, there must be a be- 
ginning premise which is 
only a small-scale extension 
of truth. Now it seems to — ” 

“No?” 

“Of course I may be wrong. 
The story certainly holds con- 
tinued interest and after all 
there are plenty of other mag- 
azines that — ” 

He stopped. The Writer 
was going out the door. 

It turned out to be one of 
those afternoons. The third 
sequence of the current se- 
rial was nowhere near up to 
the standard of the first two. 
The Advertising Department 
tried to put over a tie-in pro- 
motion that was unethical to 
say the least. The month’s 
readership reports were dis- 
turbing, and the new cover 
design was clearly wrong. 

At 5:15 the office cleared 
out, and the Editor started 
to work on the speech he was 
to deliver at the Magazine 
Council’s quarterly meeting 
on Thursday. By 9:30 he had 
it outlined satisfactorily. 

It was a warm May night, 
and he decided to walk home. 
He started along Fifth Aven- 
ue at 53rd Street, then met 
Central Park at 59th where a 
vendor was selling a wide 
variety of shelled nuts. As he 



walked alongside the park, he 
tried out different begin- 
nings to the speech. “I want 
to talk tonight about respon- 
sibility”... “Someone once 
said that an editor is”... 

He stopped at 79th Street, 
right next to the Metropoli- 
tan Museum of Art and 
looked out on the park. It 
was a glowing night, and 
both the moon and street- 
lights were bright. The wind 
seemed to catch only the 
tops of the trees. 

Suddenly he heard a crack- 
ling of underbrush, and a 
man stepped timidly from be- 
hind a tree on the inside edge 
of the park. 

“The Editor felt in a de- 
cidedly be-k i n d-to-p e o p 1 e 
mood. He hopped up onto a 
bench and waved his bushy 
tail at the man good natured- 
ly. “I’m sorry. I just don’t 
have anything for you to 
eat,” the Editor explained 
good naturedly. The man 
looked him up and down; 
then, afraid, darted back be- 
hind the tree. 

The Editor considered the 
park at 82nd Street. There 
was no wall or fence. The 
green of the grass simply 
met the grey of the Fifth 
Avenue sidewalk. For a long 
moment the Editor scratched 
his head with his tail in 
meditation. 

“Come to think of it, why 
don’t the people ever leave 
the park?” he said right out 
loud. 



queen 

of 

clottnes 

by ...F.L. WALLACE 



To Ben she was a symbol, the 
kind that would be of more 
interest to the youthful Ben- 
venuto Cellini than to Freud. 



The coins slipped out of 
his hand. One he caught in 
midair, but the others fell 
and rolled along the ground. 
At the risk of being tram- 
pled, he stood to pick them 
up. A knee caught him in 
the back and he stood up, a 
small card in his fingers. 

The man who had collided 
with him disappeared into 
the crowd. Ben Durango 
started after him and then 
shrugged. It was an accident. 
Better leave it at that. 

The card in his hand was 
an accident too. Before 
throwing it away, curiosity 
impelled him to examine it. 
Stepped on by countless feet 
and dirty, it was an invita- 
tion. A society event, and he 
recognized the name of the 
guest of honor. 

Ben Durango had come to 
earth from Venus. Third 
generation, he accepted Ven- 
us as home; to him the 
strange and exciting names 
were Paris, New York, Los 
Angeles. Sunlight on city 
streets, and who from the 
murky planet ever heard of 
that? Beaches at which any- 
one could swim without body 
armor and without fear of 
swift underwater death. And 



F. t. Wallace, author of ADDRESS CENTAURl (Gnome Press, $3.) 
returns to these pages with this short-short describing the unusual and 
rather intimidating Alette, Queen of Clothes sometime “ the day after 
tomorrow” , who could be all things to all men and hMd a secret . . . 
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at night there were often 
stars overhead. 

It had been wonderful, all 
of it, but in the six months 
that he had been here, certain 
things exceeded his grasp. 
On Venus he had dreamed of 
oranges, hot jazz, cognac — 
and Alette, Queen of Clothes. 
Lesser pleasures he bad been 
able to enjoy, but on his 
meager salary he could not 
hope to meet Alette. 

And yet the invitation was 
now in his hand, and she was 
the guest of honor. He put 
his treasure carefully away 
and changed his mind about 
calling on the brown haired 
girl from the lab he worked 
in. Instead he went home 
and spent half the night 
sponging the card, restoring 
it to the original condition. 

Men were there too, but he 
didn't notice them. Mostly 
there were women, dressed 
up to this and down to that. 
Women, naturally beautiful 
or unnaturally so, with 
laughing eyes or frigid — 
those who dressed with imag- 
ination, and those who sus- 
pected men had none. He 
tried to guess the dresses 
created by Alette and 
couldn’t. 

He saw her suddenly and 
forgot the others. There was 
a stir when she came in — as 
always. No matter how much 
anyone paid, the best designs 
she kept for herself. There 
were stories of women who 
protested her ' practice, and 
who nevertheless came back 



B9 

repeatedly. At her level there 
was no competition. 

Ben Durango, twenty five 
and an obscure chemist, knew 
what there was to know about 
her. He had everything writ- 
ten, and had heard much 
that, because of laws, 
couldn't be committed to 
print. 

To him she was a symbol, 
the kind that would be of 
more interest to the youthful 
Benvenuto Cellini than to 
Freud. 

At thirty five she was the 
top fashionist. Whatever the 
honor meant to her, the age 
she ignored. She appeared as 
old as her mood was, sixteen 
sometimes, but never forty. 
She hadn’t married, and 
wasn’t on the verge of it. No 
one had ever accused her of 
monagamy. She took men as 
she wanted, and discarded in 
the same way. No man pro- 
tested, and if women did, she 
had her weapons. It was not 
for nothing that she was 
Queen of Clothes. 

Durango left the woman 
he’d been trying to speak to 
and followed Alette. She was 
wearing a smoky blue some- 
thing. What it was he really 
didn’t notice. 

He kept his distance. When 
she accepted a martini, so did 
he, farther down the line. 
When she stepped out on the 
terrace, he slipped around to 
another door and watched 
her covertly. He had thought 
her gown was cut for cleav- 
age, but it wasn’t; soft bronze 
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colored fabric came over her 
shoulders as protection from 
the evening breeze. 

She went inside and he 
waited for a few seconds, los- 
ing her momentarily, princi- 
pally because her gown had 
changed. It was now a daz- 
zling white. It hadn’t realty 
changed of course. That was 
a trick of design, one that her 
competitors couldn't match. 

Next she danced with some 
distinguished man. It took 
Durango sometime to recog- 
nize him, president of Tri- 
Plane tary Rockets. It was 
rough competition, and 
though he wanted to speak 
to her, he decided he ought 
to wait. He stayed in the 
background and tried not to 
let her out of his sight. 

Later in the evening, much 
later than he realized, she 
disappeared completely. One 
moment she was there, and 
the next, she wasn’t. He be- 
gan hunting for her. A girl 
in a demure red dress fol- 
lowed him ; normally he 
would have been interested, 
but this was no time to be 
diverted. He went out to the 
terrace, but Alette wasn’t 
there. 

Neither was she in any of 
the other places he had ac- 
cess to. The garden was a 
possibility, but one that 
might be embarassing to in- 
vestigate. He decided in fav- 
or of it anyway and went 
out. Behind him there was 
still the girl in the red dress. 
He got a better glimpse of 



her and stopped abruptly. 

She was quite close to him. 
“You’ve been following me 
all evening/' she murmured. 
“It’s only fair that I do the 
same for you.” 

“Alette," he stammered. 
They were close to a light. 
It shone on her hair and 
shoulders, soft but distinct. 
He hadn’t been misled by all 
that he had heard. This was 
the way she looked. “I’m ac- 
customed to men following 
me. I don’t actually mind.” 
she said. “You stood out in 
the crowd. You’re the one in 
the rented suit.” 

He hadn’t known it was 
that obvious. It seemed big 
for him now, or too small, or 
both. He gazed at her miser- 
ably and swallowed. 

“A charming touch of gray 
in your hair,” she said light- 
ly. “Nevertheless you’re very 
young. That’s all right — 
youth has its place.” She add- 
ed thoughtfully. “Your hair 
isn’t really black. It’s dark 
blue and gray. The two fact- 
ors add up to Venus.” 

Not many people from 
earth knew the slightly al- 
tered characteristic of Venus- 
ians that well. He shook the 
fog out of his mind. She was 
speaking to him, which was 
more than he had hoped for, 
and there was nothing he 
could say. One word he 
could think of. “Alette." He 
tried to .say it ardently, but 
it came out as a croak, 

“Of course you know me,” 
she .said sharply. “And you 
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ought to know I don’t have 
much use for lovesick louts. 
Unless it isn’t that. You may 
be merely intimidated.” She 
touched his arm. “Say some- 
thing witty. If you can’t, tell 
me how much you admire my 
gown, how beautiful it is.” 

His awkwardness vanished 
at the touch. He wasn’t tall 
or handsome, and there 
wasn’t any way to repair 
those defects. Neither could 
he be witty; he had spent 
more time dreaming than 
with conversation. But he 
could be daring; he could 
say something that had puz- 
zled him. 

He glanced at her. The 
dress was still red, but it was 
no longer cut for a school 
girl. He smiled, and Cellini 
would have recognized the 
expression. “I could tell you 
that you're a good designer, 
but you know that. 

“The truth is that you are 
good, but you’re better as an 
electronic engineer. You can 
fool the others, but the 
clothing you wear yourself — 
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all the changes — that’s mere- 
ly an electronic trick.” Pie 
took a deep breath and hoped 
she didn’t notice. “The dress 
you are now wearing, that 
doesn’t — .” 

She put her fingers on his 
lips and stopped him. It was 
her turn to smile. “That's 
very clever, but I don’t talk 
about it. And }mu mustn’t.” 
Her hand slid down to his 
arm. “I would like to see you 
again. At my apartment, to- 
morrow evening?” And she 
went inside. 

He sat down. It was cool 
in the garden, but he didn't 
mind. He had won out. To- 
morrow evening and after 
that until he too was dis- 
carded. But that was in the 
future and he didn’t mind as 
long as he knew in the be- 
ginning. 

But the electronic trick he 
had started to speak of. His 
mind had penetrated what 
his eyes hadn’t been able to. 
From her actions he knew it 
was true. The queen of 
clothes — wore none. 



Humanoids, Items and Hyperdrive — • 
These are things on which I thrive! 
Robots, Androids, Vega 4 — 

These things, too, I don’t abhor. 
Cosmic rays and -Things from Space 
Are all things I’ll gladly face! 

But one thing I do ask. Please! 

Keep me out of the Subway Squeeze! 



Harold Semos 



no 

hems 

allowed 

by... WALT ERICKSON 



Why had this man posed as 
an Android? Was there a 
sinister reason behind this? 



I WAS sitting in my office 
reading one of those two-bit 
detective novels, having noth- 
ing else to do for the mo- 
ment, and sipping absently at 
a tall glass of amber fluid. 
The neon sign outside cast 
flickering shadows around my 
tastefully furnished office 
while my soft reading lamp 
gently laid a diffused glow 
around my leather easy chair. 
It was one of those one in a 
thousand nights when you 
just can’t bring yourself to go 
home. 

I didn’t want to go home 
anyway because lately I’ve 
done nothing but catch hell 
from my wife. 

I was up to chapter three 
and already my hero had been 
beaten up four times, once 
seriously, and was invited to 
three different apartments by 
three lovely blondes. It was 
just an average story but I 
was getting burned up be- 
cause we private eyes just 
don’t work that way. Actual- 
ly, we’re a home-loving lot, 
very much averse to being 
beaten up, and rarely, if ever, 
see a beautiful blonde, much 
less meet one, professionally 
or otherwise. 

One thing I’ll say for this 
boy, though, he didn’t have a 



A month ago her husband had come horns with an Irish Setter — pem- 
liar, since he didn’t care for dogs. He began to act strangely soon after- 
wards and she realized he was in the hands of alien monsters. The au- 
thor, who admits Oo once not breathing for 17 hours, lives in Camden, N.J. 
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beautiful private secretary 
and that sort of brought him 
down to my level because I 
couldn’t even afford an ugly 
one. 

I laid aside my book to 
tighten the collar on my beer 
when my door opened silent- 
ly and a woman forced her 
way through the ankle deep 
rug toward my desk, making 
soft swishing sounds as she 
walked. I noticed she had on 
black suede shoes, and as I 
looked her over slowly I saw 
that she was also wearing a 
new shade of leg gilt, a neat 
black pin-stripe suit, white 
blouse with ruffles, a pearl 
necklace and beautiful auburn 
hair. 

She was gorgeous. 

“Are you Morgan Cart- 
wright, the private eye?” she 
asked, giving me the once 
over and apparently approv- 
ing. 

I wasn’t surprised at her 
approving as I'm six-four in 
my stockings and blessed 
with thick, wavy blonde hair, 
a sort of golden blonde that 
glows when the sun strikes 
it. Right now it had a reddish 
gold hue from the neon sign. 
My dangerous mouth and 
steel blue eyes belie the fact 
that I’rn an easy going person 
until aroused. My two hun- 
dred and eight pounds are 
well distributed and there 
isn’t an ounce of fat. 

I nodded slowly when she 
repeated her question. I 
looked her over again and I'll 
be darned if she didn’t look 
even more gorgeous this time. 



She was the kind who grows 
on you apparently. I motioned 
her to a chair. 

“I’m afraid this is a rather 
awkward situation, Mr. Cart- 
wright,” she began. “You see, 
I have reason to believe that 
my husband, Jack Webley, is 
in the hands of aliens. Mon- 
sters, Mr. Cartwright.” She 
dabbed at her deep blue eyes 
with a dainty lace handker- 
chief. 

“There, there,” I said. 
“Take it easy.” 

“I’m sorry,” she sniffed. 

“Suppose we begin at the 
beginning,” I said kindly. 
“Just take it from the top and 
tell me everything and any- 
thing that comes to mind. 
From time to time I'll inter- 
ject a pertinent question or 
two.” I settled back in my 
chair. 

“It began about a month 
ago, Mr. Cartwright,” she be- 
gan. 

“Call me Morgan,” I smiled. 

She smiled back at me. Her 
teeth were gorgeous. 

“And you must call me La- 
titia,” she said softly. 

I nodded and she went on. 
“Well, about a month ago my 
husband came home with an 
Irish Setter, which in itself 
was peculiar, because he 
doesn’t particularly care for 
dogs. He began to grow cool 
towards me. He would sit in 
his chair with the dog at his 
feet for hours, not saying a 
word. When I tried to talk to 
him I couldn’t get through. 
It was like he was hypno- 
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tized.” She dabbed at her 
lovely eyes again. 

“Please go on,” I said. 

“Pour days ago, while the 
dog was asleep, he suddenly 
looked at me — ” 

“Your husband ?” 

“Yes. He looked bewildered 
and there was a strange light 
in his eyes. He suddenly 
leaned forward and said, ‘He's 
got me Tish, but I’m fight- 
ing.’ And then he went back 
in his trance.” 

“And that is when your sus- 
picions were confirmed,” I 
said. 

“Yes. I was terribly fright- 
ened. I didn’t know where to 
turn. I’m only a woman, you 
know.” 

I nodded. 

“And then two nights ago, 
early Tuesday evening, he put 
on his hat and said he was go- 
ing to take the dog for a 
walk. He said, ‘We have some 
business on Third Avenue.’ 
He didn’t come home Tuesday 
night or Wednesday night, 
either. When he didn’t come 
home today I grew terribly 
worried. I was beside myself 
with anxiety. So this evening 
I started to walk around 
town, hoping that I might 
find him.” She broke down 
again. I handed her my hand- 
kerchief. Hers was sopping 
wet. 

“Did you call the hospitals? 
The police?” I asked. She was 
a very intelligent girl, but in 
her state of anxiety it might 
easily have slipped her mind. 

“Yes,” she answered, “but 
of course he wasn't at any 



of those places. I had the 
theory that he may have won 
his fight with the alien over 
control of his mind and that 
it left him with temporary 
amnesia or something. I don’t 
know what to do, Morgan,” 
she said softly, “I just don't 
know.” 

I lit cigarettes for both of 
us and handed one to her. 

“Thank you.” 

j‘The question now, of 
course, is why did you come 
to me?" I blew a smoke ring 
toward the ceiling. I felt a 
twinge of pride. It was the 
first time I had gotten one. 

“I was just walking aim- 
lessly, my mind in a fog, 
when I saw your neon sign. 
I couldn’t go to the police for 
several reasons. This story is 
so wildly improbable that 
they would laugh at me. You 
see, I am an Android and the 
police espers couldn’t peep 
me to see if I were telling 
the truth. So when I saw your 
sign, ‘M o r ga n Cartwright, 
Private Investigator, Regis- 
tered Esper’, I walked in.” 

I nodded but said nothing. 
I had noticed the small blue 
“A” on her forehead when she 
came in. It was true that an 
Android cannot be peeped 
which is one reason why the 
police don’t care too much 
for them. I was certain that 
she really was an Android for 
I tried to peep her and drew 
a blank. That much of her 
story was true, at any rate. 

“Just what do you want me 
to do about it, Mrs. Weblcy?” 
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She stubbed out her cig- 
arette. 

“I am prepared to pay you 
one hundred dollars to find 
my husband,” she said, open- 
ing her pocketbook and plac- 
ing the bills on the desk. "And 
another hundred if you get 
rid of the alien.” 

"All right,” I said. "I’ll 
have to have a description of 
them. A picture will do nice- 
ly, if you have one.” 

"Yes, here you are.” 

I looked at it and grunted. 
The picture was slightly out 
of focus but I could see that 
he was a very ordinary look- 
ing man, about six feet tall, I 
judged, dark hair, and an 
Irish Setter standing beside 
him. 

"You mentioned he was go- 
ing somewhere on Third Ave- 
nue,” I said. "Any idea 
where?” 

“Yes. It was probably Har- 
ry's Bar and Grille. He went 
there quite often.” 

“Uh-huh,” I said. "And 
what is the setter’s name?” 

“Mike.” 

"All right,” 1 said, getting 
up. I grabbed my bat and 
checked my cannon. It was 
time for action. I scooped the 
bills into my coat pocket and 
grabbed her by the arm. 

“Come on,” I said, "I’ll get 
you a cab and then I’m off to 
Harry’s Bar and Grille. Gotta 
see a man about a dog.” 

“Naw, Harry don’t work 
here any more,” the bartender 
said. “He sold the joint to me 
tw, ) years ago. I kept the sign 



because my name's Harry, 
too.” 

I showed him the picture. 
“Do you know this man?” I 
asked. 

He looked it over carefully 
before replying. “It's a little 
out of focus, but I recognized 
the dog. Can you imagine 
that,” he said, “The guy’s 
been coming here for over a 
year, never have any trouble 
with him, a quiet kind of guy, 
you know what I mean, and 
all of a sudden, about a month 
ago, he starts bringing this 
pooch in with him. I don’t get 
sore or nothing because he’s a 
good customer, but I point 
out, friendly like, you know 
what I mean that there ain't 
no pooches allowed in here. 
I got my other customers to 
think about.” 

I looked around. There was 
no one in the place. 

"Go on,” I said. 

"Well sir,” he continued, 
shining the spot in front of 
me, “at that he gets kind of 
huffy and says ‘Where I go, 
he goes.’ And I swear that 
dog musta known what was 
going on because he growled 
at me.” 

He polished a glass and I 
got the hint. 

"Give me a bourbon and 
soda,” I said, “and get some- 
thing for yourself.” 

"Thanks mate, you're a real 
sport,” he said and poured 
two bourbons. 

“Caveat empter,” I said. 

"E Pluribus Unum.” 

"Have another.” 
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“Thanks. Well, to contin- 
ue,” he said, leaning on the 
bar “we finally agreed that 
when the place got crowded 
he’d take the pooch home. It 
isn’t that I don’t like dogs, 
because I do, but a barstool 
ia a barstool.” 

“Tell me, Harry,” I said, 
“have you seen him this 
week?” I was playing it cool. 

“Matter of fact I did,” he 
said. “Last Tuesday night he 
come in to see if I could fix a 
traffic ticket for him. I told 
him I couldn’t because they 
just put in those new no fix 
tickets. I told him I coulda 
fixed it last week or next 
week, but not this week be- 
cause the heat was on from 
the mayor and this week we 
gotta take it easy.” 

I didn’t know if this infor- 
mation was significant or not 
but I filed it away anyhow. I 
peeped him to see if he was 
holding anything back, but he 
was clean. It was unethical, 
but a little peeping now and 
then doesn’t hurt anyone. 

“I don’t like to seem more 
stupid than I am, Harry,” I 
said, “but why would Jack 
come to you to get a ticket 
fixed?” 

“Because I’m a committee- 
man, that’s why.” He leaned 
closer. “Look,” he said, “you 
know the guy’s an Android, 
don’t you?” 

I nodded. 

“Well, I’m a member of the 
Action Committee, see,” he 
said. “We elected a mayor 
and a majority on the city 



council last election. But it 
was close. So close that a 
coupla hundred votes coulda 
swung it the other way. Now 
the problem is, last year the 
Supreme Court ruled that the 
Androids got the right to vote 
and since the other party is in 
control in Washington, we 
figure the Androids will vote 
for them if we don’t do some- 
thing about it. Now don’t get 
me wrong, I’m in favor of the 
Androids voting, but my job 
right now is to get them to 
vote for us.” 

“So you fix their traffic 
tickets.” 

“Right. And any other little 
favor we can do. I'da done it 
for Jack anyway, if I could, 
because I like him.” 

“OK, Harry,” I said. I laid 
a ten on the bar. "Did he say 
anything about where he was 
going when he was in last 
Tuesday ?” 

“Yeah. When I couldn’t 
help him with the ticket he 
asked me where the nearest 
tattooing parlor was.” 

“Where did you send him?” 

“Uncle Billy’s around on 
Fourth 'Street.” 

I grabbed my hat. “Thanks 
a lot, Harry,” I said. 

“Don’t mention it.” 

Uncle Billy pushed his 
spectacles up on his nose and 
squinted at the picture. He 
wavered back and forth 
slightly. 

“Yes, I seen this feller,” he 
wheezed in a creaky voice. 
“Come in, let me see now, was 
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it last night? No, it couldn’t 
have been last night. Last 
night I went to a picture 
show. Gene Autry. You 
should've seen that feller cor- 
ral them redskins. Why, at 
one point there — ” 

“Uncle Billy,” I said, “was 
it Tuesday night he was 
here ?” 

“Tuesday night? Tuesday 
night?” He pulled several 
times at his dirty beard. 
“Let's see now. Tuesday 
night. I remember I did a 
heart with a dagger in it. 
Pretty thing it was. Bright 
red and a gold dagger. One of 
my best. You interested in a 
heart with a dagger in it?” 

“Not right now, Uncle Bil- 
ly. This fellow came in with 
a dog, probably. Think about 
it Uncle Billy. A man with a 
dog?” 

“It had ‘Mother’ lettered 
across the bottom.” 

“What did?” 

"The heart with the dagger. 
Did you say you wanted a 
gold dagger or a green dag- 
ger?” 

“I don’t want any dagger at 
all, Uncle Billy,” I said. “I’m 
looking for a man and a dog. 
They came in here Tuesday 
night.” 

“What kind of dog?” 

“An Irish setter.” 

“Oh sure, now I remember. 
Tall feller. Wanted me to 
take something off his fore- 
head. That was just after the 
feller with the heart with the 
dagger in it.” 

“What was it he wanted 



67 

taken off. Uncle Billy,” I 
asked. 

“It was a blue ‘A’ ”, he said, 
“Did you remove it?” 

“Easy as pie,” he cackled. 
“I remember one time — ” 

“It wasn’t a real Android 
symbol, then?” I asked. 

“Course not,” he snorted. 
“Everybod}?- knows you 
can’t take off a real A_ndroid 
symbol. I know, ’cause one 
time I — ” 

“Did he say why he wanted 
it off?” 

“He said it was part of a 
college initiation. He hadda 
pose as an Android for a 
while.” 

“OK, thanks again, Uncle 
Billy,” I said and started for 
the door. 

“Oh say, young feller,” he 
called, “I forgot something.” 
“Yes?” 

He shrugged out from be- 
hind the counter. “I got a sale 
on clipper ships this week. 
Half price. For an extra dol- 
lar I throw in a dolphin.” 

“No thanks, Uncle Billy,” I 
laughed. “Maybe next time.” 
“OK, young feller, but if 
you get a chance to see that 
Gene Autry picture — ” 

“I’ll try to make it, Uncle 
Billy. So long.” 

“So long.” 

I LEFT Uncle Billy’s and 
turned east on Fourth Street. 
I crossed the avenue and into 
the park where I shooed 
seven sleeping pigeons off a 
bench, sat down and lit a 
cigarette. It was pretty dark. 
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Why, I said to myself, 
would a man wish to disguise 
himself as an. Android? I 
thought of the answer. Mrs. 
Webley v/as very beautiful 
and there is still a law for- 
bidding marriage between 
Androids and humans. Mrs. 
Webley was plenty of reason 
for becoming an Android. But 
then why have the symbol 
taken off? Obviously because 
he couldn’t get the traffic 
ticket fixed. When he ap- 
peared in court they would 
take his retinal prints as a 
matter of course. If he ap- 
peared in court with that “A” 
on his forehead, when the 
prints came back the fat 
would be in fire. The mar- 
riage would be declared void 
and no more beautiful Mrs. 
Webley. The only reason he 
had gotten away with it at all 
was because they don’t take 
your prints when you get 
married. You hand a man your 
money and he gives you a 
paper. But what about the 
mind block? An Android can- 
not be peeped so he would 
have to acquire one some- 
how. And he must have 
or he would have been 
found out by this time. And 
he couldn’t appear in court 
as a human with a mind block 
because the Judge would 
naturally be an esper and he 
might begin to wonder when 
he couldn’t peep him. So he 
would have to have the block 
removed temporarily. And he 
couldn't go home without the 
symbol on his forehead be- 



cause his wife would surely 
notice. 

I knew now what had hap- 
pened. Tuesday night he had 
the symbol removed because 
he couldn’t get the ticket 
fixed. He must have holed up 
in a hotel and Wednesday he 
saw the psychiatrist who gave 
him the block and had it re- 
moved. It’s against the law to 
install mind blocks but you 
can always find a quack psy- 
chiatrist if you look hard 
enough. So last night he 
holed up again. Traffic tick- 
ets always take three days 
so he would be in court to- 
morrow. I could walk around 
town tonight checking all the 
the hotels and flop houses 
but I knew where to find him 
tomorrow so I didn’t bother. 
I flipped away my cigarette 
and walked out of the park. I 
flagged a cab and settled 
down in the back seat. But 
what’s all this about an alien, 
I thought. 

THE NEXT morning I was 
in front of the courthouse 
when it opened at eight. I let 
Jack and the dog go in un- 
molested and went across the 
street for a cup of coffee. I 
would have to wait for a cou- 
ple of hours so I thought it 
best to keep my strength. 

I sauntered nonchalantly 
across the street about five of 
ten and took up my position 
next to the Army recruiting 
poster. In a few moments 
Jack and the dog came out 
and stood on the curb, evi- 
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dently looking for a cab. I 
strolled over, a tight clamp on 
my mind. I didn’t want the 
dog to spot me. I got behind 
them and said, "Hello Jack.” 
The setter tried to whirl but 
I gave him a picture of the 
gun my pocket with my fin- 
ger on the trigger. He knew I 
meant business and subsided 
with a low growl. "Let him 
go !” I commanded. He 
growled again and I gave him 
another picture of the gun. 
He let go. 

"Hello Jack,” I said again. 

He turned around, his face 
a mixture of bewilderment 
and fear. He looked me in the 
eye. “Do I know you, old 
man ?” he said. 

“That's hardly the reaction 
one would expect from one 
who has just been rescued 
from an alien,” I said. 

He shook his head. “Terri- 
bly sorry, old man, but I’ve 
had a considerable shock. 
Please forgive me.” 

“You're forgiven,” I said. 
Let’s get back to Latitia. Give 
me the leash.” I signalled to 
a passing cab and he made a 
U turn and pulled up in front 
of us. 

“But I can't go home like 
this, old chap. I've just re- 
membered I've had the bloody 
symbol removed.” 

I pushed him in the cab and 
gave the driver the address. 
We roared off with the dog 
between us. I gave him an- 
other flash of the gun to keep 
him quiet. 

“Well,” I said as we settled 
back, “so you remember wbat 



went on while this creature 
had control of you, eh? Did 
he tell you who or what he 
is?” 

"Oh yes,” Jack said, com- 
pletely recovered now, “he’s 
a Denebian. And watch out 
for him, he’s tricky. 

“Don’t worry. He's helpless. 
I’ve paralyzed his transmit- 
ter.” 

“His transmitter, old boy?” 
“One of his brain centers, 
actually,” I replied, “but for 
convenience we refer to it as 
the transmitter. It works 
pretty much the same.” 

“Good heavens !” he ex- 
claimed. “I mean, how on 
earth did you do that ?” 

“It’s easy,” I grinned, 
“when you’re an esper.” 

“Oh.” 

We rode in silence the rest 
of the way. As we braked to 
a halt in front of his apart- 
ment Jack assumed his wor- 
ried look. “I’m afraid this is 
going to be quite a shock to 
Latitia,” he said. "I mean, 
coming home with an alien 
on the end of a leash and my 
Android symbol gone.” 

“Quit worrying,” I said, 
“she loves you, doesn't she?” 
“Well I should hope so.” 
“Then forget it. She won’t 
care if you’re Android or 
human. You can get your 
symbol back later.” 

“Still, it will probably 
prove unnerving.” 

I paid the driver and we 
walked into the lobby and 
over of the elevator. I still 
had Mike on his leash. “And 
as for the alien,” I said, as we 
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went up, “she sent me out to 
get you away from it.” 

“Good girl,” he said. 

We walked into the apart- 
ment. Latitia w as watching 
Ernie Kovacs on televion. She 
was wearing shorts and a 
tight halter. She jumped up 
when we entered, her eyes 
wide. “Jack!" 

“It’s all right, Tish,’’ he 
said, smiling. 

“You’re rid of that terrible 
creature?” she asked, her eyes 
filling. 

He patted her on the 
shoulder. “It’s all over, dear. 
Mr. Cartwright took care of 
the whole thing. He has the 
bloke’s transmission jammed 
or something, isn’t that right, 
Cartwright?” 

“Nothing to worry about, 
Mrs. Webley,” I grinned. 

She tore herself from his 
grasp and took a snub nosed 
.32 from the desk drawer be- 
fore I knew what was hap- 
pening and let the dog have it 
between the eyes. “Dirty 
Denebian!” she hissed. 

“You shouldn’t have done 
that, Mrs. Webley,” I said 
mildly. “He could probably 
have proven to be a valuable 
prisoner to the FBI. We don’t 
know whether he is one of an 
army or a scout or what.” 

“Oh, but we do,” Jack said. 
“He told me. Or rather, at 
certain times we would talk 
to each other. No, dash it all, 
that isn’t quite right either. 
What I’m trying to say is, 
there were periods when we 
would share our memories. 



What I knew, he knew, and 
vice versa. During one of 
those periods I learned that 
he was a Denebian named 
Brecta and he assumed the 
shape of a dog because he 
couldn’t manage anything 
complicated like a human be- 
ing. He was the only one 
here.” 

Latitia smirked. “Stupid 
Denebian.” 

“May I see your gun, Mrs. 
Webley,” I said. 

“It’s just an ordinary snub 
nosed .32,” she shrugged, 
handing it over. 

“Thank you,” I said, pock- 
eting it and drawing my can- 
non, “now would you mind 
standing perfectly still? 
Would you stand over against 
that wall, Jack?” I indicated 
with a toss of my head. I 
didn’t take my eyes from 
Latitia. My cannon was point- 
ing right at her belly button. 

“I say,” he began. 

“Keep quiet, Jack. Now, 
Mrs. Webley,” I said, “would 
you mind telling me now you 
know the dog was a Dene- 
bian?” I said it kind of hard, 
like I learned in eye school. 
“I don’t recall anyone men- 
tioning it yet you knew what 
he was. That was a mistake, 
Mrs. Webley,” I said gently 
enough, “but you made a big- 
ger mistake. Androids don’t 
have belly buttons, Mrs. Web- 
ley.” 

“Now see here, old man,” 
Jack said, “you jolly well 
leave my wife's belly button 
out of this." 



71 



NO BEMS ALLOWED 



I ignored him. “What are 
you, Mrs. Webley? Cerean? 
Aldabaranean ?” 

“Aldabaranean,” she said 
proudly. 

“You were rather unfortu- 
nate, Mrs. Webley. Shall I 
call you Mrs. Webley?” 

“No. My name is Meris.” 

I bowed slightly. “Well 
then Meris,” I continued. “It 
was really unlucky of you to 
pick me of all the private eyes 
in this city. You see, I was 
looking for you. I must admit 
though, that I did not know 
who you were when you hired 
me to find Jack. Your dis- 
guise was quite perfect as 
long as you had your clothes 
on. But I would have found 
out sooner or later, wouldn’t 
I?” I grinned evilly. I knew 
all about Aldabaranean. 

She ignored me with frosty 
silence. 

"But why,” I continued, 
“did you want someone to 
find your husband at all? 
Surely he didn’t mean that 
much to you.” 

"He meant nothing to me,” 
she said icily. “I just didn’t 
want that dirty Denebian to 
get out of my sight.” 

“Good Lord!” Jack said and 
covered his face with his 
hands. 

“One more thing,” I said. 
“Why did you choose to be- 
come an Android? Because no 
one can peep an Android?” 
"Yes,” she answered, “I 
couldn’t take the chance.” She 
made a lunge toward me but I 



was too fast for her. I let her 
have the .45 slug; she fairly 
exploded. 

I put away my gun. “You 
better get lost, Jack,” I said. 
“Somebody might ask ques- 
tions. She’s quite messy.” 

He mopped his forehead. 
“It has been rather hectic,” 
he said weakly. 

I said so long and closed 
the door. I let Jack hear me 
clump down the hall. I peeped 
him. He was laughing heartily 
to himself. What a great lot 
of geese, he v/as thinking. 
The Denebians, Aldabara- 
neans, all stupid. Even the 
greatest detective on earth 
didn’t suspect that I, Larnyo, 
am a member of the Venetian 
spy ring. These stupid earth 
people don’t deserve to rule. 
He hummed gaily. I shall 
have much to report when our 
leaders come next week, he 
thought. 

I rang for the elevator. 
When I got back to the office 
I'd have to look up that FBI 
flyer all us private eyes got 
on the Venetian spy ring. 
That was really a good de- 
scription of Jack there. 

The elevator arrived and I 
got in. I felt a little sorry for 
Jack. He realty tried so hard. 
But he wasn’t as smart as he 
thought he was. That’s the 
trouble with people. Every- 
body thinks he is smarter 
than he actually is. The Dene- 
bian thinking he could take 
us when he couldn’t even as- 
sume the guise of a human. 
The Venerian thinking he 
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could take us when he himself 
was taken by a Denebian. Not 
only that. Jack didn’t even 
know his own wife was an Al- 
dabaranean and that was the 
sad part for he honestly loved 
her. But he didn’t know 
enough about us to be an An- 
droid from the beginning. 
And Latitia knew what Jack 
was, and spotted the Dene- 
bian right off. She was 
clever, but not clever enough 
to play in our league. She was 
pumping Jack’s hard earned 
information from him and 
adding it on her own. That 
was probably why she married 
him, and why she was so anx- 
ious when she thought the 
Denebian had taken him 



away. And the poor stupid 
Denebian wandering around 
looking like an Irish setter 
and hoping to be picked up 
by a human but gets picked 
up by Jack and finds out too 
late he’s made a mistake. Ah, 
well ! 

The elevator stopped and I 
got out and walked across the 
lobby. I’d ring up my FBI 
contact and let them take it 
from here. They’ll watch Jack 
the rest of the week and clean 
up the whole ring. 

“Cab, sir?” the doorman 
asked. 

“No thanks,” I said, “I'd 
rather walk.” 

“It's a beautiful day for it 
sir,” he said. 



OVERHEARD ON THE BUS 

“Yes, I know Lowell said life was dying on Mars. And yes, I 
know some of those Science Fiction writers, ever since the days 
of H. G. Wells, have been dreaming up all kinds of monsters that 
are supposed to live in underground cities on Mars. They’ve even 
located a few of these cities — in their stories. 

“What folks don’t seem to realize, though, is that Martians are 
just people like you. They’re really not any different. Well, yes — 
living in caves, under artificial light, for a hundred thousand 
years or so, has naturally given them a complexion slightly dif- 
ferent from earthfolks but, honestly, that’s about it. 

“Yes, of course they’re telepaths — that’s the word, I think. 
They usually know what the other fellow is thinking. On Mars 
they don’t have much need for talking anyway. They just think 
“at” the person they want to talk to, and he or she thinks back 
“at” them. It’s simple, and more practical in desert country. 

“Oh, you think I’m sort of making this up? 

“Come now! Why should I be doing that? I ought to know 
what I am talking about. I’m a Martian myself after all! 
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east 

venus 

by... ROBERT K. OTTUM 

Who said there was no life 
on Venus? Man — that cat 
was so wrong, so wrong , . , , 



HE WIGGLED his fingers 
in the air like Louis Arm- 
strong, picked up the horn 
and blew the bridge from 
Blues in the Night. 

He broke it off cleanly on 
the high note and said, all in 
the same breath, “See? It’s 
like a national anthem and 
when it’s played, the people 
all salute by shouting Go, 
Man, Go!" 

And the girl on the divan 
smiled. She patted the cush- 
ion next to her and motioned 
him over. 

“Welcome home, darling,’’ 
she said. “Are you certain 
that’s all you did on Earth 
...I mean, learn to play this 
strange horn and speak in 
this new jargon? No girls? 
You were true?’’ 

“True.” He mumbled it 
into the soft hollow of her 
neck. “Man. And someone 
once said there was no life 
on Venus,” He held her away 
at arm’s length and smiled. 

The haze of light from the 
window behind her made her 
braids look like soft gold 
cord. And framed by the 
window he could see the city 
stacked up neatly around the 
space port in the center. Be- 
hind that, with its polished 



Robert Ottum, a staff writer on the Salt Lake Tribune, contributes the 
present story to the folklore, on Verms. Purists will possibly deplore his 
return to the tradionalist picture of Venus, but you can’t help wonder: ■ , 
what would happen if a real pone guy returned to Smith Venus! 
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glass all agleam, was the Ve- 
nus Sea Wall, breathing gent- 
ly with the sea. 

She pouted. "Who said?” 

"Mmmmrnmmmmmm. Who 
said what?” 

"That there was no life on 
Venus?” 

“Some cat on Earth.” He 
snapped his fingers. “Man, 
how wrong can you be?” 

“And the... ah, the horn?” 

“It’s George. I mean, ain’t 
it the end, the craziest? Look, 
rna^/be you don’t dig me, doll, 
but that high trill sort of hits 
you where you live. It’s a 
big thing with me, that horn. 
Naturally, we’ve never heard 
anything like it because. . .” 

The high hum of the inter- 
city monitor interrupted, its 
voice seeping from the walls 
around them. 

"Clive,” it said. "Guards- 
man Clive. Report to the Cen- 
tral at once. Guardsman 
Clive, report to...” The mes- 
sage-relay system repeated 
the order three times, then 
fell silent, waiting to pick 
up the answer from some- 
where in the city. 

“So all right already. I read 
you loud and clear.” He be- 
gan shrugging into his tunic 
while talking back to the 
wall speaker. “And tell ol’ 
Central I’m as good as there.” 
He wheeled around, kissed 
her on the forehead and 
grinned in a flash of teeth. 
He walked to the door and 
then looked back over his 
shoulder. 



“And when I get through 
at Central, I’ll teach you 
something else I learned on 
Earth,” he said. “It’s called 
a step-over toe hold.” 

He closed the door on her 
puzzled look, slipped the 
horn under his arm and 
cocked his helmet down into 
a non-regulation slant over 
one eye. 

I-Ie whistled the counter- 
point to Tazz Me Blues on the 
way to Central, heels click- 
ing on the glass sidewalk, 
and followed it up with the 
down-home chorus from 
Muskrat Ramble. The twin 
robot sentinels flanking the 
Central Command office 
swiveled smoothly to open 
the huge door when he walked 
up. 

Their single green eyes 
spotlighted him briefly, then 
clicked to amber, indicating 
he had been identified. 

“Like two all-electric lions 
in front of the public libra- 
ry,” he said. “Frantic.” 

Inside, at the lighted door 
he paused aeain, knowing his 
image was being flashed in- 
side, where the Central would 
flick a switch. 

The door slid quietly into 
the floor and he stepped into 
the chamber. 

“Clive.” The voice spoke 
accusingly. “Why have n’t 
you reported to me before 
this? You know I detest be- 
ing kept waiting.” 

He smiled and shrugged. 
“Man, I was just a cog on 
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that crazy Earth expedition,” 
he said. “I mean, I figured 
the chief of the ship would 
check in all that jazz. All I 
did was goof around while 
your brainy boys were out 
gathering all that scientific 
data and all. Man, I’m just a 
switch-thrower on that crazy 
saucer crew. . .” 

“The commander reported 
to me promptly,” the Central 
said. “But I wanted also to 
hear from you. Where have 
you been since the 3hip re- 
turned 

“I been over to my chick’s 
pad across town. You know, 
an angel on the east side of 
hcav ...” 

Central held up a hand; 
first, to stop the flow of 
words, then to beckon airily. 

“Come and sit by me,” she 
said, leaning forward. “1 
want to hear all about what 
you did on Earth.” She looked 
at him, sleepy-lidded, toying 
with the flashing jewel at 
the junction of her breasts. 
“Come here.” 

He slumped on the cushions 
and dropped the horn on the 
floor. “I dig this sofa the 
most,” he said. “You’ve add- 
ed a little class to this joint 
since I left.” 

“I had hoped you would 
like it.” Central traced the 
design on his tunic with her 
fingertips, then her hand slid 
slowly up to the back of his 
head. She moved in close and 
bit gently on the tip of his 
ear. "I redecorated with you 
in mind.’* 



“Uh... about the trip.” He 
said it explosively, sitting up 
and pushing her away. “You 
say you want a report. Well 
. ..I played it real slow until 
I picked up all the Earth 
routine. You know, habits and 
speech and all. Then I heard 
the music. Man, it was the 
only thing. So I got me a job 
in this little knocked-out 
combo, see, just playing Dix- 
ie all night. I got kind of a 
theory about the music. I 
mean, it’s something about the 
climate and pressures here on 
Venus: With my lungs I can 
play a trumpet like nobody 
ever heard. And they really 
flipped. . .” 

The Central breathed hot 
in his ear. 

“Kiss me,” she said. 

He ran a finger around his 
collar. 

“...and so...uh, that’s 
about all there is to report, 
Central,” he said. “And v/hen 
your information-gathering 
crew had all the dope on 
Earth they wanted, they con- 
tacted me and we took off. 
And here we. . .” 

“Now. Kiss me.” 

She flowed in closer, the 
jewel cutting its sharp out- 
lines into his chest. Her eyes 
were luminous, lips wet and 
half-parted. “You know I 
still feel that you’re mine. 
And it is time that Central 
took a mate. Kiss me and 
Venus is yours.” 

“What a crazy. . .proposi- 
tion.” He turned his head to 
escape the hungry mouth. 
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and he was mumbling into 
her hair. “But y’all know I 
been spoken for. Central-doll. 
Uh, y’all, that's down-south 
talk. You see, the people down 
there, they all say you all. . 

She pulled away, eyes flash- 
ing. 

“Spoken for! You mean 
that... that creature with the 
braided hair. That little... 
you fool !” 

She stood up, -whirling 
around and her gown fell into 
clinging lines, moulded to 
her bod})-. Clive looked away. 

“I’ve always loved you,” 
she said, softty again. “I 
thought this trip would cure 
it. But now I know the truth. 
You must be mine. Together 
we can be the Central here 
on Venus. The ruling, power. 
Hand-in-hand, my love, we’ll 
march together into the bright 
new future. . .” 

“That’s a great dramatic bit 
and you read your lines well.” 
On the couch, Clive grinned 
again. “But j/ou’re playing to 
an empty house.” 

She whirled again, the great 
jewel swinging in an arc on 
its chains before falling baxk 
down into its cushioned slot. 
“Is that your final word?” 

The tone of her voice made 
him look up, sharply. 

He shrugged. “Man, that's 
it,” he said. 

“Then you die!” She made 
a quick move and there was 
the gun in her hand, all dull 
blue, glinting glass. "I'm go- 
ing to melt you a bit at a 
t i m e. . .slowly. .. .and with 



your last words you’ll beg roe 
to forgive, to take you back. 
For if I can’t have you — no 
one shall.” 

He stood up. 

“Next week, East Venus,” 
he said. “Gad. I mean, this is 
an advanced civilization, com- 
pared with Earth. All the 
latest gimmicks. Robots. Eve- 
rything glass. Guns that melt 
people. But, man, that kind of 
corny dialogue went out with 
high button. . . ” 

“Beg!” she commanded it. 

“No,” he said, simply. He 
stooped and picked up the 
horn. 

Narrowing her e)res and 
using both hands to steady 
the gun, she raised it to 
arm’s length and the bulb- 
like muzzle was pointing at 
his chest. The glass-conduct- 
or arcs slowly began chang- 
ing hue ; glowing first in 
pink, then gradually to a 
brighter red. 

He wiggled his fingers in 
the air like Louis and took a 
deep breath. 

“Man, I got to find out,” 
he said. A.nd he blew a low 
note. 

The sharp blues beat 
swelled up and the clear, 
sharp sound of the trumpet 
rolled out over the city from 
the open window. The mel- 
ody rode higher and higher, 
dropping occasionally with 
the two-beat catch of Dixie- 
land. 

The gun glowed up to a 
Venetian Red and the buttons 
on his tunic melted into 
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shapeless blobs. The fabric 
began to blacken and a wisp 
of smoke curled upwards. 

And then he hit the high 
note and held it there — lean- 
ing back, feet planted apart. 
Its bell-clear sound throbbed 
across the city; and, hearing 
it, the people stopped to look 
up in terror. 

Then it came: The first 
crack in the sea wall. 

There was the sound of a 
million cymbals and the glass 
cracked into tiny lines like a 



fantastic giant road map. 

It buckled and the hungry 
seas came swelling in. 

He broke it off cleanly on 
the high note and smiled. 

“That’s a great old bit,” he 
said. The water churned up 
at their feet “An old spirit- 
ual tune.” He threw the horn 
down into the water. 

“It's called: Joshua Fit de 
Battle of Jericho and de 
Walls Came Tumbling...” 
The water swallowed them 
up. 
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by . . . CIV I LI A N SA UCER 
INTELLIGENCE 



Th* seeoitd of a series of au- 
thoritative columns on UFO 
sightings and reports, written 
specially for this magazine. 



FROM TIME to time, dur- 
ing the past nine years, claims 
to have dispelled the mystery 
of the “flying saucers” have 
been put forward. If we are 
to believe these claimants, 
UFO (Unidentified Flying 
Objects) are now IFO (Iden- 
tified Flying Objects). 

One of the first of these 
“inside stories” was Silas 
Newton's, brought to public 
attention as early as the Fall 
of 1249 by the gossip colum- 
nist of a weekly newspaper. *1 
According to Newton, the Air 
Force was secretly in pos- 
session of several flying sau- 
cers, which bad been manned 
by little men from Venus, 
and were powered by “mag- 
netic” engines whose princi- 
ples were secretljr known to 
earthly scientists. Shortly 
thereafter, radio commenta- 
tor Henry J. Taylor divulged 
that flying saucers were 
“good news for the Ameri- 
can public”: they were 

“harmless” remote-controlled 
discs up to 250 feet in diam- 
eter, which “usually disin- 
tegrated in mid-air”; and 
a national weekly magazine 
disclosed that the reported 
phenomena were in reality re- 



fhe article which follows should perhaps he called UFO NOT H O. It is 
the work of the Research Section of Civilian Saucer Intelligence of New 
York, one of the “UFO research ” groups mentioned in Ivan. Sanderson’s 
article in the February issue. CSI. has a program of public lectures, 
*v.blishes a News Letter, describing sightings and. reports, for Us mem- 
bers, and has an extensive f ile of material and, photographs on the: UFO. 
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volutionary j e t-p o w e r e d 
aircraft developed by 
the Navy. *2 Not to be 
outdone. Look magazine un- 
veiled the secret of the 
saucers twice: In 1951, Dr. 
Urner Liddel, of the Office of 
Navel Research, revealed that 
“there is not a single reliable 
report of an observation 
which is not attributable to 
cosmic-ray balloons” (an “ex- 
planation” which had been 
suggested three years earlier 
by Popular Science *3. And 
during the rush of UFO 
sightings in the summer of 
1952, Donald Menzel, profes- 
sor of Astrophysics at Har- 
vard University, finally dis- 
posed of the flying-saucer 
myth in the pages of Look *4; 
a year later, his explanations 
appeared in book form : 
“all reports of saucers re- 
sult from unusual and unfa- 
miliar conditions in the at- 
mosphere. *5 At about the 
same time, earthshaking dis- 
closures began to come from 
California. George Van Tassel 
received detailed telepathic 
information from space-peo- 
ple aboard flying saucers: 
“As you know, the fireballs 
are ships from Blaau; our so- 
called saucers are from 
S c h a r e.” *6 And George 
Adamski actually conversed 
with a blond, long-haired, ski- 
suited Venusian, and made 
public numerous photographs 
he had taken of the Venu- 
sians' lampshade-like “scout 
ships” and cigar-s h a p e d 
“Moth r ships.” *7 Since that 
time many others have come 



forward to confirm or amend 
Adamski’s well-received rev- 
elation. 

There is no space here to 
discuss these claims in detail, 
but it will be noted that they 
all have one thing in com- 
mon : they purport to account 
for all the phenomena by one 
sweeping generalization. But 
one need only look closely at 
the data to see that the phen- 
omena known as “flying sau- 
cers” are of such widely di- 
vergent character that they 
cannot possibly all have the 
same origin or even be of the 
same nature. This remains 
true even after misidentifica- 
tions and hoaxes have been 
eliminated. There are always 
cases that fly in the face of 
the explanations offered by 
the “inside-dope” peddlers. 

In our first article (Fan- 
tastic Universe, March 1957), 
we described certain charac- 
teristic UFO shapes that have 
been frequently reported. The 
following accounts (not first- 
hand, but well-documented) 
will indicate the extreme dif- 
ferences in character exhibit- 
ed by the phenomena. 

Pot-Shot at a UFO 

This is an observation at 
very close range of a struc- 
tured object that is not identi- 
fiable with any of those pre- 
scribed by the “explainers,* 
Not only was it seen, it was 
also heard — and fired upon. 

On the night of January 29, 
1953, Lloyd C. Booth, pro- 
prietor of a service station and 
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community store on Highway 
701 eight miles north of Con- 
way, South Carolina, had 
closed the store about 11:00 
p.m. and had driven to his 
home, about a mile away. 
Shortly after arriving there, 
he heard his father’s live- 
stock raising a commotion in 
the barn. Booth grabbed a .22 
calibre pistol and went out- 
side to see what was disturb- 
ing the animals. Finding 
nothing, he was about to re- 
turn to the house when he 
looked up and saw, just above 
the pinetrees, a peculiarly 
shaped object which was 
emitting a very low, almost 
inaudible, humming noise. 
The object was moving very 
slowly and Booth was easily 
able to f o 1 1 o w it at a walk. 
Fie called out several times 
to try to arouse someone in 
the house, but his family had 
gone to bed and no one heard 
bis shouts. 

“I went directly into the 
woods, easily catching up 
with the object. I walked un- 
der it, around it, and viewed 
it from all sides. It was al- 
most 24 feet long and about 
12 feet across, was light grey- 
ish in color and was lit up on 
the inside. Two places in the 
front somewhat resembled 
cockpits and were glassed 
over. I could see a light on 
the inside... The back also 
had something resembling a 
cockpit with a stained glass 
over it. Light was coming 
through this section but I 
could not see through it. It 



was about eight or ten feet 
deep. The front sloped up- 
ward from the base at an an- 
gle of about 60°, and the back 
sloped upward at an angle of 
40° to 50°. The sides came 
straight down from the top 
for maybe four or five feet 
and then sloped outward and 
joined the base at about a 45° 
angle. Underneath... was 
something resembling a built- 
in ‘wheel,’ possibly three feet 
across, extending below the 
base in a crescent shape. 
There were no markings any- 
where — I looked hard for 
identification.” 

Booth also stated that there 
were no visible means of sup- 
port, no propeller, exhaust 
fumes, vapor trail or odor. 
The object continued to drift 
along slowly with a humming 
sound, with Booth following 
and watching it carefully. Af- 
ter twenty minutes, having 
given up hope of rousing any- 
one with his shouts, he fired 
his pistol straight up at the 
object from a distance of no 
more than 75 feet, aiming at 
the wheel-like projection un- 
derneath. 

“I heard the bullet hit the 
object. It made a metallic 
sound and bounced off. A 
bare instant after the bullet 
hit, the object began making 
considerably more noise — like 
a large electric motor — and 
took off at a high rate of 
speed at about a 65° angle. It 
kept on the same course until 
it was completely out of 
sight.” He added that the 
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noise was not as loud as a nor- 
mal aircraft would have 
made. *8 

Booth is a veteran of anti- 
aircraft service in War II, 
and is familiar with aircraft; 
it is hardly likely that he 
failed to identify a conven- 
tional craft. It certainly was 
no “meterological phenom- 
enon.” High character rec- 
ommendations from Booth’s 
minister and other local resi- 
dents support the reliability 
of his testimony. On the Air 
Force records, this case is ap- 
parently written off as a mis- 
identification of a Navy 
blimp, according to corres- 
pondence received from Ed- 
ward J. Ruppelt; however, 
there is little, if anything, in 
the witness’s testimony that 
is consistent with such an 
“explanation.” That the ob- 
ject was solid is proved by 
the fact that the bullet was 
heard to strike it. That it was 
under intelligent control is 
evident from its abrupt de- 
parture after being bit. 

Kelly-Green Phantoms 

A totally different type of 
UFO is represented by the 
“green fireballs” which have 
been seen in the southwestern 
United States and elsewhere 
■ — first in December 1948, and 
at intervals since then. Sever- 
al extraordinary features of 
these objects appear to see 
them apart from true meteor- 
itic phenomena: their bril- 

liant color; their complete 
and invariable silence — 



whether rushing across the 
sky in a horizontal trajec- 
tory, or exploding in a tre- 
mendous burst of green fire, 
or striking the ground ; the 
absence of fragments upon 
impact; and — most unac- 
countable — their tendency to 
appear repeatedly over New 
Mexico (although they have 
been reported from other 
parts of the world also. *9 

Let us also consider some 
sightings that are almost as 
amazing in quantity as in 
q u a 1 i t y — “hosts,” to use 
Charles Fort’s term. The first, 
when enormous numbers of 
objects were seen by hundreds 
of people, is one of the best 
authenticated UFO cases on 
record. 

Saucer Airmada 

Beginning at 10:30 on the 
morning of March 17, 1950, at 
least several hundred resi- 
dents of Farmington, New 
Mexico, observed a large 
group of silvery, saucer- 
shaped objects (estimated at 
from 100 to 500 in number) in 
the sky directly over the 
town. Many of the published 
testimonies speak of the ob- 
jects as resembling saucers 
or dinner plates, complete 
with a ring on the under 
side. Dozens of witnesses 
mentioned that one object, 
larger and flying lower than 
the rest, was red. These ob- 
jects came into view at high 
speed, darted about at ex- 
treme speeds, hovered mo- 
mentarily, and darted off 
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again. Several flights of ob- 
jects maneuvered briefly over 
the city before streaking sud- 
denly upward out of sight. 
Some objects flew on edge, 
some seemed to waver, and 
“vibration” in the flight 
patterns was reported by nu- 
merous witnesses. Some ap- 
peared to “play tag.” Others 
streaked straight from hori- 
zon to horizon in a matter of 
seconds. Triangulation estab- 
lished their altitude at about 
20,000 feet, and they were es- 
timated to be as large as a 
B-29. Most of the objects dis- 
appeared within a few min- 
utes, but a few were still seen, 
in groups of threes, an hour 
later. *10 

" Gelatinous Hat-Crowns” 

On May 16, 1808, at Sken- 
inge, Sweden, about 4 p.m., 
the sun suddenly turned dull 
brick-red and there appeared 
upon the western horizon a 
great number of round dark- 
brown bodies, seemingly “the 
size of a hat-crown.” They 
passed overhead, and disap- 
peared over the eastern hor- 
izon. The procession lasted 
two hours. Often, when ap- 
proaching the sun, these bod- 
ies seemed to link together, 
or were then seen to be linked 
together, in groups not ex- 
ceeding eight; and, under the 
sun, they were seen to have 
tails “three or four fathoms 
long." Away from the sun, 
these tails were invisible. Oc- 
casionally, one fell to the 
ground. When the place of a 



fall was examined, there was 
found a “soapy jelly,” which 
soon dried to a film and van- 
ished. *11 

The Evaporating Purple 
Sphere 

On September 26, 1950, 

about 10 p.m., Philadelphia 
Patrolmen John Collins and 
Joseph Keenan were driving 
their patrol car in the vicin- 
ity of Vare Boulevard and 
26th Street when they saw, 
through the windshield, what 
at first looked like a para- 
chute drifting slowly down 
from the sky. The object, at 
treetop level when it caught 
their attention, settled into an 
open field near 26th Street. 
After summoning Sergeant 
Joseph Cook, who arrived 
with Patrolman James Casper, 
the four men went into the 
field to examine the object, 
which was described as spher- 
ical and roughly six feet in 
diameter. From a few feet 
away they turned their flash- 
lights on it; it “gave off a 
purplish glow, almost a mist, 
that looked as though it con- 
tained crystals.” After a few 
moments Collins stepped for- 
ward and tried to pick the 
thing up. The part of the 
mass on which he laid his 
hands dissolved, leaving 
nothing but a slight, odor- 
less, sticky residue. “I 
touched it and it just dis- 
solved, leaving my fingers 
sticky.” 

Within half an hour the 
entire substance had e vapor- 



